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* LoTE*s Labour's Lost.] I have not hitherto discovered 
any novel on which this comedy appears to have been founded $ 
and yet the story of it has most of the features of an ancient ro- 
mance. StEEV£N8. 

I suspect that there is an error in the title of this play^ which I 
bdieve, should be—-'' Iiore*« Labours Lost" M. Mason. 
Love's Labour's Lost, I conjecture to have been written in 1594. 

Maloke. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED.* 



Ferdinand, King of Navarre. 

Biron, 1 

Longaville, > Lords, attending on the King. 

Dumain, } 

Boyet, T^Lordsy attending on the Princess of 

Mercade, 3 France. 

Don Adriano de Armado, a fantastical Spaniard. 

Sir Nathaniel, a Curate. 

Holofemes, a Schoolmaster. 

Dull, a Constable. 

Costard, a Clown. 

Moth, Page to Armado. 

^ Forester. 

Princess of France. 

Rosaline, ^ 

Maria, > Ladies, attending on the Princess. 

Katharine, ^ 

Jaquenetta, a country Wench. 

Officers arul others, Attendants on the King and 

Princess. 

SCENE, Navarre. 



* This enomeration of the persons was made by Bifr. Rowe. 

Johnson. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE J. Navarre. ^ Pari, with a Palace in it. 
Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and 

DUMAIN. 

King. Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 
Live register'd upon our brazen tombs, 
And then grace us in the disgrace of death ; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring time, 
The endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour, which shall bate his scythe's keen edge. 
And make us heirs of alt eternity. 
Therefore, brave conquerors ! — for so you are, 
That war against your own affections, 
And the huge army of the world's desires, — 
Our late edict shall strongly stand in force : 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 
Our court shall be a little Academe, 
Still and contemplative in living art. 
You three, Bir6n, Dumain, and Lxjngaville, 
Have sworn for three years' term to live with me. 
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes, 
That are recorded in this schedule here: 
H Your oaths are past, and now subscribe your names; 
^fe That his own hand may strike his honour down 
^K That violates the smallest branch herein: 
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If you are ami'd to do, as sworn to do, 
Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too. 

Long. I am resolv'd : 'tis but a three years' fast; 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine : 
Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bank'rout quite the wits. 

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified; 
The grosser manner of these world's delights 
He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves: 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; 
With all these' living in philosophy. 

Biron. I can but say their protestation over. 
So much, dear liege, I have already sworn. 
That is. To live and study here three years. 
But there are other strict observances : 
As, not to see a woman in that term ; 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there: 
And, one day in a week to touch no food; 
And but one meal on every day beside; 
The which, I hope, is not enrolled there: 
And then, to sleep but three hours in the night. 
And not be seen to wink of all the day ; 
(When I was wont to think no hanii all night, 
And make a dark night too of half the day ;) 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there: 
O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep; 
Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep. 

King. Your oath is pass'd to pass away from 
these. 

Biron. Let me say no, my liege, an if you please; 
I only swore, to study with your grace, 
And stay here in your court for three years' space. 

Long, You swore to that, Biron, and to the 
rest. 

Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest.— 



' With all these — ] i. e, the King, Biron, Sec. 
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What is the end of study ? let me know. 

King. Why, that to know, which else we should 
not know. 

fiiVon. Things hid and barr'd, you mean, from 
common sense ? 

King. Ay, that is study's god-like recompense. 

Biron. Come on then, I will swear to study so, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know: 
As thus,— To study where I well may dine, 

When I to feast expressly am forbid; 
Or, study where to meet some mistress fine, 

When mistresses from common sense are hid: 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath. 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If study's gain be thus, and this be so, -j 

Study knows that, which yet it doth not know: > 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say, no. j 

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron. Why, all delights are vain; but that most 
vain. 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain : 
As, painfully to pore upon a book. 

To seek the light of truth; while truth the while 
Doth falsely blind ' the eyesight of his look : 

Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile: 
So, ere you find where light in darkness lies, 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 
Study me how to please the eye indeed. 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; 
Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed. 

And give him light that was it blinded by.' 

^ ■ lahiU truth the while 
Datk fal»ety blind — ] FaUe/-/ is here, and in many olh«r 
places, the same at diskonettly oi' treacherously. 
' Who dazihng iii, that m ihall fie hi* heed. 
And give him light thai was it blindrd bi/.'] This passage is 
unneces&aiily obtcurej the mraning is, that when he danJn, that 
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Study is like the heaven's glorious sun, 

That will not be deep-search'd with saucy looks; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 
I Save base authority from others' bocka. 
These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 

That give a name to every fixed star, 
Have no more profit of their shining nights. 

Than those that walk, and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know, is, to know nought but fame; 
And every godfather can give a name. 

King. How well he's read, to reason against 

reading! 
Dum. Proceeded well, to stop all good proceeding! 
Long. He weeds the corn, and still lets grow the 

weeding. 
Biron. The spring is near, when green geese are 

a breeding. 
Dum. How follows that? 

Biron. Fit in his place and time. 

Dum. In reason nothing. 

Biron. Something then in rhyme. 

Long. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost,' 

That bites the first-bom infants of the spring. 
Biron. Well, say I am; why should proud sum- 
mer boast. 
Before the birds have any cause to sing ? 
Why should I joy in an abortive birth ? 
At Christmas I no more desire "a rose, "J 

Than wish a snow in May's new-fangled shows ;* > 
But like of each thing, that in season grows. J 



is, has his eye made weak, b}/jixing his eye vpon a fairer eye, that 
&irer eye thall be his heed, bis direclion or lodestar, and give kiet 
light that wa» blinded by it. Johkson. 

* ■ 8Qeapilig/ro«(,] To tneap is to chetk, to rebuke. 

' May's neiE-f angled shows ;] By these shini;s the poet 

means Maygames, at which a snoie would be veiy unwelcome and 
unexpected. It is only a peripbrasis for May. 



; years aay. 
Tie; '\ 

ly name. f 
Es thee from f 
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So you, to study now it is too late, 

Climb o'er the house to unlock the little gate. 

King. Well, sit you outrage home, Biron; adieu! 

Biron. No, my good lord ; I have sworn to stay 
with you : 
And, though I have for barbarism spoke more. 

Than for that angel knowledge you can say. 
Yet confident I'll keep what I have swore. 

And bide the penance of each three years" day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the same ; 
And to the strict'st decrees I'll write my r 

King. How well this yielding rescues t 
shame ! 

Biron, \_Reads^ Item, That no woman shall come 
within a mile of my court. — 
And hath this been proclaim'd ? 

Long. 

Biron. Let's see the penalty. 
\Reads^ — On pain of losing her tongue. — 

Who devis'd this! 

Long. Marry, that did I. 

Biron. Sweet lord, and why ? 

Long. To fright them hence with that dread 
penalty. 

Biron. A dangerous law against gentility.' 

\_Reads.'] Item, If any man be seen to talk with 
a woman within the term of three years, he shall en- 
dure such publich shame as the rest of the court can 
possibly dei'ise,. — 
This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 

For, well you know, here comes in embassy 
The French 



Four days ago. 



speak,— 



king's daughtt 



yourself 



A maid of grace, and c6mplete majesty, — 



° '-' sii^oti oKf.] To tit oui, ii a tenn from the card-taUe. 
' A dangerous law agaitut geotUit}'.] oriubanity. 
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About surrender-up of Aquitain 

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father : 
Therefore this article is made in vain, 

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 
King. What say you, lords? why, this was quite 

forgot. 
Biron. So study evermore is over-shot; 
While it doth study to have what it would. 
It doth forget to do the thing it should: 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 
'Tis won, as towns with fire ; so won, so lost. 
King. We must, of force, dispense with this de- 
cree; 
She must lie here* on mere necessity. 

Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn 
Three thousand times within this three years' 
space: 
For every man with his affects is born ; 

Not by might master'd, but by special grace-.' 
If I break faith, this word shall speak for me, 
I am forsworn on mere necessity. — 
So to the laws at large I write my name: 

\^Subscribes. 
And he, that breaks them in the least de- 
gree. 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame; 

Suggestions ' are to others as to me ; 
But, I believe, although I seem so loth; 
I am the last that will last keep his oath. 



• ' lie here — ] Means raidt here, in the same sense as an 
■mbassador b said to lie leiger. 

' Not by might master'd, but by ipecial grace :'\ BiroD, amidst 
bis extravagancies, speaks willi great justness against the folly of 
vows. They are made without sufficient regard to the variations 
of life, and are therefore broken by some unforeseen necessity. 
Tbey proceed conomonly from a presumptuous confidence, and a 
felse estimate of human power. Johnhoh. 

' Suggeiticma — ] Temptations. 
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But is there no quick recreation'' granted? 

King. Ay, that there is: our court, you know, 
is haunted 
With a refined traveller of Spain ; 
A man in all the world's new fashion planted, 
That hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 
One, whom the musick of his own vain tongue 

Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony; 
A man of complements,^ whom right and wrong 

Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 
This child of fancy,* that Armado hight,' 

For interim to our studies, shall relate. 
In high-born words, the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate. 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, I; 
But, I protest, I love to hear him He, 
And I will use him for my minstrelsy.* 

Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words,' fashion's own Knight. 
Long. Costard the swain, and he, shall be our 
sport; 
And, so to study, three years is but short. 

Enter Dull, with a letter, and Costabd, 
Ihill. Which is the duke's own person ? 



' qukk recreation — ] Ijvdy sport, spiitely divcTMon. 

^ A man of compUmentt,') Cornphmrnt, in Sbakspeare'g time, 
did not signify, Rt least did not only signify verbal civilily. or 
phrases of courti^ty, but, according to its original meaning, the 
trappings, or ornamental appendages of a character, in the same 
manner, and on the sanie principles of speech with accurnplisimenf. 

* This child of fancy,'] Thiifantaitick. 

' That Armado bight,] Who is calUd Annado. 

* And I vjili use him for my minstrelsy.] i. e. I will nuke a 
Duutrel of him, whose occupation was to relate ^bulous stories. 

' — fire-new •wordt,'] i. e. words newly coined, new from 
the forge, tirr-nm, nat> ^ the iron*, and the Scottish expre&sioa 
brat-itea, have all the same origin. 
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Cost. Me. 

King. — that unletterd small-knowing soul. 

Cost. Me. 

King. — that shallow vassaly 

Cost. Still me. 

King. — whichf as I remember, higkt Costard, 

Cost. O me I 

King. — sorted and consorted, contrary to thy 
established proclaimed edict and continent canon, 
with — with, — with — but with this I passion to say 
wherewith, 

Cost. With a wench. 

King. — with a child of our grandmother Eve, 
a female; or, for thy more sweet understanding, a 
woman. Him I fas my ever-esteemed duty pricks me 
on) have sent to thee, to receive the meed of punish- 
ment, by thy sweet grace's officer, j4ntony Dull; a 
man of good repute, carriage, bearing, and estima- 
tion. 

Dull. Me, an't shall please you; lam Antony Dull. 

King. For Jaquenetta, (so is the weaker vessel 
called, which J apprehended with the aforesaid swain,) 
I keep her as a vessel of thy law's fury; and shall, 
at the least of thy siveet notice, bring her to trial. 
Thine, in all compliments of devoted and heart- 
burning heat of duty, 

Don Adriano de Abmado. 

Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but the 
best that ever I heard. 

King. Ay, the best for the worst. But, sirrah, 
what say you to this ? 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ? 

' — — bate minnow of thf mirlh,^ The base minBOw of thy 
mlrtli, is the contemptible Lttle object that contributes to thy en- 
tertainment. 
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Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, but 
little of the marking of it. 

King. It was proclaimed a year's imprisonment} 
to be taken with a wench. 

Cost. I was taken with none, sir, I was taken 
with a damosel. 

King. Well, it was proclaimed damosel. 

Cost. This was no damosel neither, sir ; she was 
a virgin, 

King. It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed, 
virgin. 

Cost. If it were, 1 deny her virginity; I was 
taken with a maid. 

JCing. This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 

Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir. 

Kittg. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence; You 
shall fast a week with bran and water. 

Cost. I had rather pray a month with mutton and 
porridge, 

JCing. And Don Armado shall be your keeper. — 
My lord Biron, see him deliver'd o'er. — 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that 

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn. — 
l^Exeuni King, Longavillb, and Dumain. 

Biron. I'll lay my head to any good man's hat. 
These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. — • 
Sirrah, come on. 

Cost. I suffer for the truth, sir : for true it is, I 

3 taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true 
girl ; and therefore, Welcome the sour cup of pros- 
perity! AfRiction may one day smile again, and till 
then. Sit thee down, sorrow ! {^Exeunt. 
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SCENE U. 
Another part of the same. Armado's House. 

Enter Abmado and Moth. 

Arm. Boy, what sign is it, w4ien a man of great 
spirit grows melancholy ? 

Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same 
thing, dear imp. 

Molh. No, no; O lord, sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melan- 
choly, my tender juvena! ?■* 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the work- 
ing, my tough senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior? why tough senior? 

Moth. Why, tender Juvenal? why tender juvenal ? 

Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent 
epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which 
we may nominate tender. 

Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent 
title to your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty, and apt. 

Moth. How mean you, sir; I pretty, and m) 
saying apt? or I apt, and my saying pretty? 

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 

Moth. Little pretty, because little? Wherefore 

apt? 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 
Molh. Speak you this in my praise, master? 
Arm. In thy condign praise. 
Molh. I will praise an eel with the same praise. 
Arm. What? that an eel is ingenious? 

• ■ my tmtler juvenal?] Jtncnal is i/Quth. 
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Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do say, thou art quick, in answers: Thou 
heatest my blood. 

Moth. I am answered, sir. 

Arm. I love not to be crossed. 

Moth. He speaks the mere contrary, crosses love 
not him,' \jAxide. 

Arm. \ have promised to study three years with 
the duke. 

Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice tnid ? 

Arm. I am ill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit of 
a lapster. 

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gamester, sir. 

Arm. I confess both; they are both the varnish 
of a complete man. 

Moth. Then, 1 am sure, you know how much the 
gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth. Which the base vulgar do aiU, three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study ? 
Now here is three studied, ere you'll thrice wink: 
and how easy it is to put years to the word tliree, 
and study three years in two words, the dancing 
horse will tell you." 

Arm. A most fine figure ! 

Moth. To prove you a cypher. [Aside. 

Arm. I will hereupon confess, I am in love : and, 
as it is base for a soldier to love, so am I in love with 
a base wench. If drawing my sword against the 
humour of affection would deliver me from the re- 



' -—— crosses lovf not him.'\ By craitti he means money. 

' ' tht dancing hone kHI Irtl you.] Banker's iursr , which 

pUy'd many remarkable pranks, and is alluded to by many writers 
contemporary with Shakspeare. 

VOL. Ul. C 
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probate thought of it, I would take desire prisoner, 
and ransom him to any French courtier for a new 
devised courtesy. I think scorn to sigh; methinks, 
I should out-swear Cupid, Comfort me, boy: What 
great men have been in love ? 

Moth. Hercules, master. 

^nn. Most sweet Hercules! — More authority, 
dear boy, name more; and, sweet my child, let 
them be men of good repute and carriage. 

Moth. Sampson, master: he was a man of good 
carriage, great carriage; for lie carried the town- 
gates on his back, like a porter : and he was in love. 

j^rm. O well-knit Sampson ! strong-jointed Samp- 
son ! I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thoa 
didst me in carrying gates. I am in love too, — 
Who was Sampson's love, my dear Moth ? 

Moth. A woman, master. 

^rm. Of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two; 
or one of the four. 

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion? 

Moth. Of the sea-water green, sir. 

Arm, Is that one of the four complexions ? 

Moth. As I have read, sir; and the best of them 
too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers:' 
but to have a love of that colour, methinks, Samp- 
son had small reason for it. He, surely, affected her 
for her wit. 

Moth. It was so, sir; for she had a green wit. 

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are 
masked under such colours, 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 



I 
I 



I 



'Green, indeed, w (ie cofow o/^ lovers:] An allusion I 
lousy, or perhaps lo the green willow. 
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Moth. My father's wit, and my mother's tongue, 
assist me ! 

^rm. Sweet invocation of a child; most pretty, 
and pathetical ! 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne'er be known ; 
For blushing cheeks by faults are bred. 

And fears by pale-white shown : 
Then, if she fear, or be to blame. 

By this you shall not know ; 
For still her cheeks possess the same, 
Which native she doth owe.* 
A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of 
white and red. 

j4rm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and 
the Beggar? 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a ballad 
some three ages since : but, I think, now 'tis not to 
be found; or, if it were, it would neither serve for 
the writing, nor the tune. 

jlrm. I will have the subject newly writ o'er, that 
I may example my digression" by some mighty pre- 
cedent. Boy, I do love that country girl, that I 
took in the park with the rational hind Costard; she 
deserves well. 

Math. To be whipped; and yet a better love than 

my master. [y^jirff. 

j4rm. Sing, boy; my spirit grows heavy in love. 

Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light 

wench. 

Arm. I say, sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past. 

• Wkick lulive »he doth owe.] i. e, of which she ia naluralli; 
po$tei*rd. 

' ■ my digression — ] Digreuhn on diis occasion signifies 
the act of going out of the right way, trantgnstion. 

c a 



LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 



Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaquenetta. 

Dull. Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that you keep 
Costard safe: and you must let liim take no delight, 
nor no penance ; but a' must fast three days a-week : 
For this damsel, I must keep her at the park ; she is 
allowed for the day-woman.' Fare you well. 

j4rm. I do betray myself with blushing. — Maid. 

Jaq. Man. 

^rm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That's hereby.' 

^rm. I know where it is situate. 

Jatf. Lord, how wise you are ! 

/irm. I will.tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. With that face?' 

Arm. I love thee. 

Jaf/. So I heard you say. 

Ann. And so farewell. 

Jaq. Fair weather after you ! 

Dull. Come, Jaquenetta, away. 

lExeuiU Dull ant/ Jaquenetta. 

.i4rm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences, ere 
thou be pardoned. I 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do i 
it on a full stomach. 

jirm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

Cost. I am more bound to you, than your fellows, 
for they are but lightly rewarded. 

jirm. Take away this villain ; shut him up. i 

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave ; away. i 

Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir; I will fast, be- 
ing loose. 



'. forlhtday-w, 

• T/ial'i hereby.] i. ( 
» /CiM tAal ./ate?] 
present time. 



in.] i. e, for the dairy-maid. 

t it may happen. 

is cant phrase bat oddly lasted till the 
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Moth. No, sir; that were fast and loose: thou 
shalt to prison. 

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of 
desolation that I have seen, some shall see — 

Moth. What shall some see? 

Cost. Nay nothing, master Moth, but what they 
look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent in 
their words; and, therefore, I will say nothing; I 
thank God, I have as little patience as another 
man; and, therefore I can be quiet. 

[^Exeunt Moth and Costakd. 

j^rm. I do affect * the very ground, which is base, 
where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, 
which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn, 
(which is a great argument of falshood,) if I love: 
And how can that be true love, which is falsely at- 
tempted? Love is a familiar; love is a devil : there 
is no evil angel but love. Yet Sampson was so 
tempted; and he had an excellent strength: yet was 
Solomon so seduced; and he had a very good wit. 
Cupid's butt-shaft' is too hard for Hercules' club, 
and therefore too much odds for a Spaniard's rapier. 
The first and second cause will not serve my turn; 
the passado he respects not, the duello he regards 
not: his disgrace is to be called boy; but his glory 
is, to subdue men. Adieu, valour! rust, rapier I 
be still, drum ! for your manager is in love ; yea, 
he loveth. Assist me some extemporal god of rhyme, 
for, I am sure, I shall turn sonneteer. Devise wit ; 
write pen; for I am for whole volumes in folio. 

lExit. 



-qfeci—^ i.e. 
- bott-**a/? —I 



love. 



a shoot at bulls with. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I, -Another part of the same. A PavilioTi 
and Tents at a distance. 

Enter the Princess of France, Rosaline, Maria, 
Katharine, Boyet, Lords, and other Attend- 
ants. 

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dearest 

spirits:* 
Consider who the king your father sends; 
To whom he sends ; and what's his embassy : 
Yourself, held precious in the world's esteem; 
To parley with the sole inheritor 
, Of all perfections that a man may owe, 
Matchless Navarre; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain; a dowry for a queen. 
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace. 
As nature was in making graces dear. 
When she did starve the general world beside, 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 

Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but 

mean. 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 
Not utter "d by base sale of chapmen's tongues: 
I am less proud to hear you tell my worth, 
Than you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 
But now to task the tasker, — Good Boyet, 
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 



* your AesK^i jpirif*,] Dear, in our author's language, 

has many shades of meaning. In the present instance and the 
next, it appears to signify— -^uf, must pir^erjul, Si££ve»s. 



LOVES LABOUR'S LOST. 23 

Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 
Till painful study shall out-wear three years, 
No woman may approach his silent court: 
Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course. 
Before we enter his forbidden gates, 
To know his pleasure; and in that behalf, 
Bold of your worthiness,' we single you 
As our best-moving fair solicitor: 
Tell him, the daughter of the king of France, 
On serious business, craving quick despatch, 
Imp6rtune5 personal conference with his grace. 
Haste, signify so much ; while we attend. 
Like humbly- visag'd suitors, his high will. 

Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. 

[Exit. 

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is so. — 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords. 
That are vow-fellows witli this virtuous duke P 

1 Lord. Longavitle is one. 

Prin. Know you the man ? 

Mar. I know him, madam ; at a marriage feast, 
Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge solemnized. 
In Normandy saw I this Longaville: 
A man of sovereign parts he is esteem "d; 
Well fitted in the arts, glorious inarms: 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss, 
(If virtue's gloss will stain with any soil,) 
Is a sharp wit match'd with too blunt a will; 
Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 
It should none spare that come within his power. 

jPrm, Some merry mocking lord, belike; is't so? 

Mar. Tliey say so most, that most his humoiu^ 
know. 



' Bold (if' your uorlinntss,^ i. e, ci/ii/itlcne of it. 
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Prin. Such short-liv'd wits do wither u tb^ 

grrtw. 
Who are thereat? 

Kalh. Ilie young Dumain, a well-accomplish'd 
youth, 
Of nil that virtue love for virtue lov'd : 
Mty^t fK>wcr to do most harm, least knowing ill : 
For he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 
And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 
I saw him ;it the duke Alenqon's once; 
And much too little* of that good I saw. 
Is my report, to his great worthiness. 

Ho.1. Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if I have heard a truth, 
Btron they call him ; but a merrier man. 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
1 never spent nn hour's talk withal: 
His eye begets occasion for his witj 
For every object that the one doth catch. 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest; 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor,) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravished; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prin. God btess my ladies ! are they all in love; 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With sucn bedecking ornaments of praise? 

Mar. Here comes Boyet. 

Re-^nter Boyet. 

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord ? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 



.• Jad wwi h» kttU, &c.] i. e. And my leport of the good I 
a*, k mud) loo UtOe cw y iwrf lo hi* gnat tronhioas. 
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And he, and his competitors in oath," 

Were all address'd' to meet you, gentle lady, 

Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt. 

He rather means to lodge you in the field, 

(Like one that conies here to besiege his court,) ' 

Than seek a dispensation for his oath, 

To let you enter his unpeopled house. 

Here comes Navarre. [The Ladies mask. 

Enter King, Longaville, Dumain, Bibon, and 
Atlendants. 

' King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of 
Navarre. 

Prin. Fair, I give you back again ; and, welcome 
I have not yet: the roof of this court is too high to 
be yours ; and welcome to the wild fields too base to 
be mine. 

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my court. 

Prin. I will be welcome then ; conduct me thither. 

King. Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath. 

Prin. Our Lady help my lord! he'll be forsworn. 

King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 

Prin. Why, will shall break it; will, and nothing 
else. 

King, Your ladyship is ignorant what it is, 

Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise, 
Where^ now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 
I hear, your grace hath sworn-out house-keeping: 
1^18 deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord. 
And sin to break it: 
But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold ; 
To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming. 



* —~ competitor* in oalh,"] 

' Wrre all addrest'd — ] To adtlrrts is lo prepare. 

" IVAere — ] IVAere U here used for uAtreas. 
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And snddenlj rtaeticme in my smt. 

[Gives a paper. 

King. Madwi, I wS, if ^ddcnly I may. 

iVrjt. Yoa «2I tbe 90000*, diat I were away ; 
For youll prove pefl)ar*fl, if jca make me stay. 

Biron. Xhd not I ibnce viui jou in Brabant once } . 

Has. Did oot I dmoe vith joo in Brabant once ? ' , 

Biron. I kno»» ym i&L 

Ros. Hov needless was it then 

To a&k tbe questioo! 

Biron. Too most not be so quick. 

Ras. 'TIS long of you that spar me with such 
questions. 

Biron. Your wit's too hot, it speeds too iast, 'twill 
tire. 

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in tbe mire. 

Biron. What time o' day ? 

Aw. The hour that foots should ask. 

Biron. Now fair befall your mask! 

Rot. Fair ^I tbe face it covers ! 

Biron. And send you many lovers! 

Rai. Amen, so you be none. 

Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 

/Ctjtg. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns; 
Being but the one half of an entire sum, 
Dinburfted by my father in his wars. 
But say, that he, or we, (as neither have,) 
Rcrciv'd that sum; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousann more ; in surety of the which. 
One part of Aquitain in Ix^und (»un, 
Alfhmi^h not valued to the money's worth. 
If tlip-ri the kine your father will restore 
Hut thHt nup- half which is unsatisfied, 
Wp will uivp up our right in Aquitain, 
And holfffiiir frirtiflnhip with liis majesty. 
ihil lhfll< il frtti*, hi'littin pur|M)flGth, 
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For here he doth demand to have repaid 

An hundred thousand crowns; and not demands, 

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, 

To have his title live in Aquitain; 

Which we much rather had depart withal,^ 

And have the money by our father lent. 

Than Aquitain so gelded as it is. 

Dear princess, were not his requests so far 

From reason's yielding, your fair self should make 

A yielding, 'gainst some reason, in my breast. 

And go well satisfied to France again. 

pTxn. You do the king my father too much 
wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In 80 unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 

King, r do protest, I never heard of it ; 
And, if you prove it, I'll repay it back, 
Or yield up Aquitain. 

Pr'm. We arrest your word : — 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances. 
For such a sum, from special officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Satisfy me so. 

Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is not 
come, 
Where that and other specialties are bound ; 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

King. It shall suffice me: at which interview, 
All liberal reason I will yield unto. 
Mean time, receive such welcome at my hand, 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness : 
You may not come, fair princess, in my gates; 

' ^— depart vUhal,') To drparl and lo part were anciently 
tjaaaytaaut. 



38 LOVES LABOUR'S LOST. 

But here without you shall be so receiv'd, '^ v>^ \ 

As you shall deem yourself iodg'd in myheartj ' 
Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and fare- 
well: 
To-morrow shall we visit you again. 

Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort your 

grace! 
King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place! 
l^Exeunt King and his Train. 
Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own 

heart. 
Ros. 'Pray you, do my commendations ; I would 
be glad to see it. 

Biron. I would, you heard it groan. 

Ros. Is the fool sick ? 

Biron. Sick at heart. 

Ros. Alack, let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good i 

Ros. My physick says, L 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye ? 

Ros. No poynt* with my knife. 

Biron. Now, God save thy life ! 

Ros. And yours from long living ! 

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving. {^Retiring. 

Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word : What lady is that 

same? 
Boyet. The heir of Alenqon, Rosaline her 

name. 
Dum. A gallant lady ! Monsieur, fare you well. 
{Exit. 
I beseech you a word; What is she in the 
white ? 



I 



Long. 



Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her i 
the light. 



* Kofioynl,'] A negation bonowed from the Freoch. 
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Long. Perchance, light in the light: I desire her 

name. 
Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to desire 

that, were a shame. 
Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter ? 
Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 
Long. God's blessing on your beard! 
Boyet. Good sir, be not offended : 
She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Long, Nay, my choler is ended. 
She is a most sweet lady. 

Boyet. Not unlike, sir; that may be. 

[Exit Long. 
Biron. What's her name, in the cap r 
Boyet. Katharine, by good hap. 
■ Biron. Is she wedded, or no ? 
Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 
Biron. You are welcome, sir ; adieu ! 
Boyet, Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 

\^Exit Biron. — Ladies unmask. 
Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap 
lord; 
Not a word with him but ajest. 

Boyet. And everyjestbut a word. 

Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his 

word. 
Boyet, I was as willing to grapple, as lie was to 

board. 
Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry I 
Boyet. And wherefore not ships? 

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your 
lips. 
Mar. You sheep, and I pasture; Shall that finish 

the jest ? 
Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. 



Mar. 



{Offering to kiss her. 
Not so, gentle beast; 
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My lips are no common, though several they be.^ 

Boyet. Belonging to whom ? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prin. Good wits will be jangling: but, gentles, 
agree: 
The civil war of wits were much better used 
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis abused. 

Boyet. If my observation, (which very seldom 
lies,) 
By the heart's still rhetorick, disclosed with eyes. 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 

Prin. With what? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, af- 
fected. 

Prin. Your reason? 

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their 
retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire : 
His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed, 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expressed : 
His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see," 
Did stumble with haste in bis eye-sight to be; 
All senses to that sense did make their repair, 
To feel only looking on fairest of fair: 
Methought, all his senses were lock'd in his eye. 
As jewels in chrystal for some prince to buy; 
Who, tend'ring their own worth, from where they 

were glass'd, 
Did point you to buy them, along as you pass'd. 



* My lips are no ammxm, Ikovgh several ihey Af.] A pla^ on 
the word ineral, wblcb, besides its ordinary sigoitication of sepo- 
ratc, diituKt, likewise signities in unindoscd lands, a certain i>or- 
lion o( ground appropriated to either com or meadow, adjoining 
the commun lield. 

" Hh limguf, all intpatient to speak and not sec] Although the 
npreMtoii in the text ii «Ktremely odd, I take the sense of it to 
bo thai ku toagHt cnvird the quickneu of his ei/fs, and tlrave to ie 
ei rapid in it* utterance, at titey in I heir perception. Steevbiis. 
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His face's own margentdid quote such amazes. 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes: 
I'll give you Aquitain, and all that is his, 
An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 
Prin. Come, to our pavilion: Boyet is dispos'd — 
Boyet. But to speak that in words, which his eye 
hath disclos'd : 
I only have made a mouth of his eye, 
By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Ros. Thou art an old love-monger, and speak' st 

skilfully. 
Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news 

of him. 
Ros. Then was Venus like her mother; for her 

father is but grim. 
Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 
Mar. No. 

Boyet. What then, do you see i 

Ros, Ay, our way to be gone. 
Boyet. You are too hard for me. 

[£,reun/. 

ACT III. 

SCENE J. Another part of the same. 

Enter Armado and Moth. 

jlrm. Warble, child; make passionate my sense 
of hearing. 

Moth. Concolinel ' [■^'"ff'«S'- 

jlrm. Sweet air! — Go, tenderness of years; take 
this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring him 
festinately hither;* I must employ hira in a letter to 
my love. 

' Concolinel — ] Here is apparently a song lost ; in the old 
comedio, the songs are frequeolly omitted. 
• featinaidy /iilAer;1 i, e. baslily. 
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Moth. Master, will you win your love with a 
French brawl ?" 

Arm. How mean'st thou ? brawling in French ? 

Moth. No, my complete master: but to jig off 
a tune at the tongue's end, canarj- to it with your 
feet,' humour it with turning up your eye-lids; 
sigh a note, and sing a note; sometime through the 
throat, as if you swallowed love with singing love; 
sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed up 
love by smelling love; with your hat penthouselike, 
o'er the shop of your eyes ; with your arms crossed 
on your thin belly -doublet, like a rabbit on a spit; 
or your hands in your pocket, like a man after the 
old painting; and keep not too long in one tune, 
but a snip and away : These are complements, these 
are humours ; these betray nice wenches — that 
would be betrayed without these; and make them 
Tnen of note, (do you note, men?) that most are 
affected to these. 

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experience? 

Moth. By my penny of observation.* 

Arm. But O,— but O,— 

Moth. — the hobby-horse is forgot. 

Arm. Callest thou my love, hobby-horse? 

Moth. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a 
colt, and your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have 
you forgot your love ? 

Arm. Almost I had. 

Moth. Negligent student! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, master : all those tlire^ 
1 will prove. 

' a French brawl >] A bras^ is a kind of dance, peiiiape 

what we now call a colUton. 

' canary to it uM yoar feet,'] Canary was the name of 

a spritely nimble dance. 

* Bg mi/ penny of obtervaliun.'] The allusion ii to the Suaous 
old piece, called a Pcnniworth of Wit. 
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j4rm. What wilt thou prove ? 

Motk. A man, if I hve; and this, by, in, and 
without, upon the instant: By heart you love her, 
because your heart cannot come by her : in heart you 
love her, because your heart is in love with her; and 
out of heart you love her, being out of heart that 
you cannot enjoy her. 

j4rm. I am all these three. 

Motk. And three times as much more, and yet 
nothing at all. 

^rm. Fetch hither the swain; he must carry me 
a letter. 

Motk. A message well sympathised ; a horse to be 
embassador for an ass ! 

Arm. Ha, ha ! what sayest thou ? 

Molk. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon 
the horse, for he is very slow-gaited: But I go. 

jirm. The way is but short; away. 

Motk. As swift as lead, sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty Ingenious? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow? 

Moth. Minimi, honest master; or rather, master, 
no. 

Arm. I say, lead is slow. 

Motk. You are too swift, sir, to say so : 

Is that lead slow which is fir'd from a gun ? 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetorick ! 
He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that's he : — 
I shoot thee at the swain. 

Molk. Thump then, and I flee. 

lExit. 

Arm. A most acute juvenal; voluble and free of 
grace! 
By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy 

face: 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
My herald is retum'd. 

TOL. III. D 
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Re-enter Moth and Costabd. 

Moth. A wonder, master; here's a Costard bnj^en* 

in a shin. 
Arm. Some enigma, some riddle: come, — thy 

Penvoy^ — b^n. 
Cost. No egma, no riddle, no Penvoy ; no salve 
in the mail, sir:^ O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain; 
^no t envoy, no C envoy, no salve, sir, but a plantain ! 
Arm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter; thy 
silly thought, my spleen; the heaving of my lungs 
provokes me to ridiculous smiling: O, pardon me, 
my stars! Doth the inconsiderate take salve for 
t envoy, and the word, Penvoy, for a salve? 

Moth. Do the wise think them other? is not 
C envoy a salve? 

Arm. No, page: it is an epilogue or discourse, 
to make pidn 
Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain. 
I will example it: 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral: Now the V envoy. 

Moth. I will add the C envoy : Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 

Were still at odds, being but three: 

Moth. Until the goose came out of door, 

And stay'd the odds by adding four. 

* herr't a Costard broken • — ] i. e. a head. 

' I'envoyi] The f envoi/ is a term borrowed from the dd 

French poetry. It appeared always at the bead ol' a few con- 
cluding verw) to each piece, which either served to convey the 
IDoral, or lo addresii the poem to some particular person. It was 
fteriuently adopted by the ancient English writers. 

■ notatxein (At mail, sir:] What this can mean, is not 

easily diitcovered : if mail for a packet or bag was 3 word then m 
use, Hu mire in the mail may mean, no salve in the mountebank's 
budgeL Or, perhaps we should read— no salve in them all, lir. 
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Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow 
with my rertvoy. 

Tne fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three: 
jfrm. Until the goose came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 
Moth. A good f envoy, ending in the goose; 
Would you desire more? 

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, 
that's flat: — 
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be 

fat.— 
To sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast and 

loose : 
Let me see a fat r envoy; ay, that's a fat goose. 
jirm. Come hither, come hither: How did this 

argument begin ? 
Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken in a 
shin. 
Then call'd you for the I'envoy. 

Cost. True, and I for a plantain ; Thus came your 
argument in ; 
Then the boy's fat Cenvoy, the goose that you 

bought ; 
And he ended the market. 

jlrm. But tell me; how was there a Costard 
broken in a shin? 

Moth. I will tell you sensibly. 
Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it. Moth; 1 will 
speak that fenvoy. 

I, Costard, running out, that was safely within, 
Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 
jlrm. We will talk no more of this matter. 
Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 
Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 
Cost. O, marry me to one Frances ; — I smell some 
f envoy, some goose, in this. 
D % 
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^rm. By my sweet soul, I mean, setting thee at 
liberty, enfreedoming thy person; thou wert im- 
mured, restrained, captivated, bound. 

Cost. True, true; and now you will be my pur- 
gation, and let me loose. 

j^rm. I give thee thy Hbertj', set thee from dur- 
ance; and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing 
but this: Bear this significant to the country maid 
Jaquenetta: there is remuneration; [^Giving him 
money.^ for the best ward of mine honour, is, re- 
warding rny dependents. Moth, follow. [Exit. 

Moth. Like the sequel, L" — Signior Costard, 
adieu. 

Cost. My sweet ounce of man's flesh ! my incony 
Jew!' \_Exit Moth. 

Now will I look to his remuneration. Remune- 
ration! O, that's the Latin word for three farthings: 
three farthings — remuneration. — M'hat's the price of 
this inkle? apemiy: — No, I'll give you a remunera- 
tion: why, it carries it. — Remuneration! — why, it 
is a fairer name than French crown. I will never 
buy and sell out of this word. 

Enter Bibon. 

Biron. O, my good knave Costard ! exceedingly 
well met. 

Cott. Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a puui buy for a remuneration ? 

Biron. What is a remuneration ? 

Cost. Marry, sir, half-penny farthing. 

Biron. O, why then, three-farthiugs-worth of 
nlk. 

Coit. I thank your worship: God be with you! 



' Idii lie Mquel, f.] AUudit^ to the »eqyel of any siaty. 
' - wj iacooy Jew!] Incuay or ion^ in the north, 
■la iwwjr l/ung, a fine thing. 
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Biron. O, stay, slave; I must employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave. 
Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cosl. When would you have it done, sir? 

Biron. O, this afternoon. 

Cost. Well, I will do it, air: Fare you well. 

Biron. O, thou knowest not what it is, 

Cost. I shall know, sir, when I have done it. 

Biron, Why, villain, thou must know first. 

Cost. I will come to your worship to-morrow 
morning. 

Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, 
slave, it is but this ; — ■ 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park, 
And in her train there is a gentle lady; 
When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her 

name. 
And Rosaline they call her: ask for her; 
And to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seal'd-up counsel. There's thy guerdon ; * go. 
[^Gives him money. 

Cost. Guerdon, — O sweet guerdon ! better than 
remuneration; eleven-pence farthing better: Most 
sweet guerdon ! — I will do it, sir, in print." — Guer- 
don — remuneration, \_Exit. 

Biron. O! — And I, forsooth, in love! I, that 
have been love's whip; 
A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 
Acritick; nay, a night-watch constable; 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy. 
Than whom no mortal so magnificent!' 
This wimpled,' whining, purblind, wayward boy; 



' —guerdon;') i. e. reward. 

" ■ in print.] i. e^ exactly, with the utmost nicety. 

' ■ ju magnilicent!] i.e. glurying, bvastmg. 

* Tht wimpled,] The mn^ was a hood or vei] vhich fell o 
the face. 
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This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid; 

Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms. 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 

Dread prince of plackets,^ kii^g of codpieces. 

Sole imperator, and great general 

Of trotting paritors/ O my little heart! — 

And I to be a corporal of his field,' 

And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoopl" 

What? I! Ilove! I sue! Iseekawife! 

A woman, that is like a German clock. 

Still a repairing; ever out of frame; 

And never going aright, being a watch. 

But being watch'd that it may still go right? 

Nay, to be peijur'd, which is worst of aW ; 

And, among three, to love the worst of aH; 

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow. 

With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes; 

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed, 

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard: 

And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her I 

To pray for her! Go to; it is a plague 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 

Of his almighty dreadful little might. 

W'ell, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan; 

Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. 

[Exit. 



' DrtaifrvKt of plackets,] A plaeirt is a petticoat. 

• QT trottimg iwilon,] An apimnlor, or paritor, is an officCT 
tt ibe Biibop's court, vbo amies out citatiotU; as citations arc 
IDOM fteqoeotlj iHued for foraicatioD, the paritor is put under 
dpid'i goTcninieiu. 

• Jmd I tQbem coqwfal of hi* field,] A corporal o/ lielitld was 
floyvd « n ude-de-cunp b now, in taking and canring to 

md hoAe iBrectkns o£ the eeoeral, or other the higher o&ixts 

• .dadwtm hitcolounUratumblef'sboott!] INioAkn' bocpa 
■ettdwikr bWBid iDund with ribbiadi of Tanonsooknn. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I. Mother part of the same. 



Enter the Princess, Rosaline, Maria, Katha- 
BIKB, BoTET, Lords, j4ttendants, and a Forester, 

Prin. Was that the ting, that spurr'd his horse 
so hard 
Against the steep uprising of the hill ? 

Boyet. I know not; but, 1 think, it was not he. 

Prin. Whoe'er he was, he show'd a mounting 
mind. 
Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch; 
On Saturday we will return to France. — 
Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush, 
That we must stand and play the murderer in ? 

For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice; 
A stand, where you may make the fairest shoot. 

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot. 
And thereupon thou speak'st, the fairest shoot. 

For. Pardon me, madam, fori meant not so. 

Prin. What, what? first praise me, and again 
say, no? 
O short-Iiv'd pride ! Not fair? alack for woe ! 

For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin. Nay, never paint me now; 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true; 

\Giving him money. 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 

Prin. See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by merit. 
O heresy in fair, tit for these days! 
A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise. — 
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£Mcr CoSTAIB. 






of the common- 



Coft. God S^joit-Ain* tHi Rny-you, which is 
the head bdy? 

^rtn. Thou slialt know ber, feOow, by the rest 
that have no heads. 

Cost. Which is the g ie atest !adv, the highest? 

Prin. The thickest, and the tallesL 

Oxti. The thickest, and the tallest ! it is so ; truth 

is truth. 

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit, 

Oue'of these maids' girdles for your waist should be fit. 

Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickest 

here. 

* Oik/ d^-^Mt-dm — ] A conuption oi—God girt you good 
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I Prin. What's your will, sir? what's your will ? 

I Cost. I have a letter from monsieur Biron, to one 

I lady Rosaline. 

I* Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter; he's a good friend 

I of mine: 

j Stand aside, good bearer. — Boyet, you can carve; 

l' Break up this capon." 

f Bojjel. I am bound to serve. — 

i This letter is mistook, it importeth none here; 

I It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

!' Prin. We will read it, I swear: 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 
Boyet. [Reads.] By heaven, that thou art fair, 
is most infallible; true, that thou art beauteous; 
truth itself, that thou art lovely: More fairer than 
fair, beautiful than beauteous; truer than tnUh it- 
self, have commiseration on thy heroical vassal/ 
The magnanimous and most illustrate king Cophe- 
tua set eye upon the pernicious and indubitate beggar 
Zenelophon; and he it was ikat might rightly say, 
veni, vidi, vici; which to anatomize in the vulgar, 
(0 base and obscure vulgar!) videlicet, he came, 
saw, and overcame: he came, one; saw, two; over- 
came, three. IVho came? the king; f^ky did he 
eomef tosee; JVky did he see? to overcome: To 
whom came he? to the beggar; ff^kat saw he? the 
beggar; fVho overcame he? the beggar: The con- 
clusion is victory; On whose side? the king's: the 
captive is enrich'd; On whose side? the beggar's: 
The catastrophe is a nuptial; On whose side? The 
king's? — no, on both in one, or one in both. I am 
the king; for so stands the comparison: thou the 
beggar; for so wifnessetk thy lowliness. Shall I 
command thy love? I may: Shall I enforce thy love? 

' Brrak up ihii capon.'] >. e. open thi* lelter. Our poet met 
thii melRphor, b* the French do their pouUl; which ligoilies bulb 
a young fowl and a lo*e-letter. 
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/ could: Shall I entreat thy love? I will. What 
shalt thou exchange for rags? robes i For tiules, 
titles; For thyself, me. Thus, expecting thy reply^ 
i profane my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy pic- 
ture, and my heart on thy every pari. 

Thine, in the dearest design of industry, 

Don Adriano de Arhaso. 

Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 

'Gainst thee, thou lamb, thatstandest as his prey; 
Submissive fall his princely feet before, 

And he from forage will incline to play: 
But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then? 
Food for his rage, repasture for his den. 

Prin. What plume of feathers is he, that indited 
this letter ? 
What vane? what weather.cock? did you ever hear 
better f 

Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the 
style. 

Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o'er it ere- 
while." 

Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps 
here in court ; 
A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 
To the prince, and his book-mates. 

Prin. Thouj fellow, a word: 

Who gave thee this letter ? 

Cost. I told you ; my lord, 

Prin. To whom shouldst thou give it ? 

Cost. From my lord to my lady. 

Prin. From which lord, to which lady ? 

Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of mine; 
To a lady of France, that he call'd Kosaline. 

* —^ erewhile.l Just now; a Uttle while ago. 

' —— a M<mareko;'\ Tbe allusion b to a tentastical chamcterof 
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Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, lords, 
away. 
Here, sweet, put up this; 'twill be thine another 
day, l^Exit Princess and Train. 

Boyet. Who is the suitor ? who is the suitor ? 
Ros. Shall I teach you to know ? 
Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 
Ros. Why, she that bears the bow. 

Finely put off! 

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns; but, if thou 
marry. 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mis- 
carry. 
Finely put on ! 

Ros. Well then, I am the shooter. 
Boyet. And who is your deer? 

Ros. If we choose by the horns, yourself: come 
near. 
Finely put on, indeed ! — 

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she 

strikes at the brow. 
Boyet. But she herself is hit lower: Have I hit 

her now ? 
Ros. Shall I come upon thee with an old saying, 
that was a man when king Pepin of France was a 
little boy, as touching the hit it? 

Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as old, 
that was a woman when queen Guinever'' of Britmn 
was a little wench, as touching the hit it. 

Ros. Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it, [Singing. 

Thou canst not kit it, my good man. 
Boyet. yfn /cannot, cannot, cannot, 
An I cannot, another can. 

[^Exeunt Ro$. and Katk. 



* - ■■ qatai Guuievtr — ] This was king Arthurs queen, r 
'cr femotu for fidelity to her husband. 
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Cost. By my troth, most pleasant' how both did 

fit it! 
Mar. A mark, marvellous well shot; for they both 

did hit it. 
Boyet. A mark! O, mark but that marks A 

mark, says my lady ! 
Let the mark have a prick, in't, to mete at, if it maybe. 
Mar. Wide o' the bow hand!^ I'faith your hand 

is out. 
Cost. Indeed, a' must shoot nearer, or he'll ne'er 

hit the clout.'' 
Boyel. An if my hand be out, then, belike your 

hand is in. 
Cost' Then will she get the upshot by cleaving 

the pin. 
Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily,* your lips 

frow foul. 
e's too hard for you at pricks, sir ; chal- 
lenge her to bowl. 
Boyel. I fear too much rubbing; Good night, 
my good owl. 

[^Exeunt Boyet and Maria. 

Cost. By my soul, a swain! a most simple clown! 

Lord, lord ! how the ladies and I have put him down ! 

C my troth, most sweet jests ! most incony vulgar 

wit! 
When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it 

were, so fit. 
Armatho o' the one side, — O, a most d^nty man ! 
To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan ! 
To see him kiss his hand ! and how most sweetly a' 
will swear ! — 



* Wide o' the htm hand!'^ i. e. a good de^al to the left of the 
mark) a term stiil retained in modern archeiy. 

* ' the douL] Tbe clout was the white mark at which 
vchen look aim. Tbe pin was the wooden nail that upheld iL 

' — — ymt talk greasily,] i, e. gioul/. 



i 
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And his page o' t' other side, that handful of wit ! 
Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit I 
Sola, so]a ! l^Skouting within. 

l^Exit Costard, running. 



SCENE n. 

The same. 

Enter Holopebnes," Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 

Nath. Very reverent sport, truly; and done in 
the testimony of a good conscience. 

Hoi. The deer was, as you know, in sanguis, — 
blood J ripe as a pomewater,' who now hangeth like 
a jewel in the ear of ccelo, — the sky, the welkin, 
the heaven; and anon falleth like a crab, on the 
face of terra, — the soil, the land, the earth. 

Nalk. Truly, master Holofernes, the epithets are 
sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least: But, sir, 
I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head. 

Uol. Sir Nathaniel, kaud credo. 

Dull. 'Twas not a kaud credo ; 'twas a pricket. 

Nol. Most barbarous intimation! yet a kind of 
insinuation, as it were, in via, in way, of explica- 
tion; facere, as it were, replication, or, rather, 
ostentare, to show, as it were, his inclination, — after 
his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, unpruned, 
untrained, or rather unlettered, or, ratherest, un- 
confirmed fashion, — ^to insert again my kaud credo 
for a deer. 



• Enter Holofernes,] By Holofbroes is designed a pedant and 
■choolmaster of our author's lime, one Jobn Florio, a teacher of 
the Italian tongue in London, who has given us a small dictionary 
of that language under the title of A IVorld qf' ll'orda. 

' ripr It a pomewater,] A species of apple formeriy much 

etteemed. JUo/m Cartmitariii. 
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Dull. I said, the deer was not a hand credo ; 'twas 
a pricket. 

Hoi. Twice sod simplicity, bis coctus! — O thou 
monster ignorance, how deformed dost thou look. ! 

Nalk. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that 
are bred in a book; he hath not eat paper, as it 
were; he hath not drunk ink: his intellect is not 
replenished; he is only an animal, only sensible in 
the duller parts ; 
And sucli barren plants are set before us, that we 

thankful should be 
(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts 

that do fructify in us more than he. 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, 

or a fool, 
So, were there a patch* set on learning, to see him 

in a school : 
But, omne bene, say I ; being of an old father's mind, 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 
Dull. You two are book-men : Can you tell by 
your wit, 
What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not 
five weeks old as yet ? 
Hoi. Dictynna, good man Dull ; Dictynna, good 
man Dull. 

Dull. What is Dictynna? 

Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon. 
Hoi. The moon was a month old, when Adam 
was no more; 
And raught not" to five weeks, when he came to 

fivescore. 
The allusion holds in the exchange.' 

Dull. "Tis true indeed; the collusion holds in the 
exchange. 

— ] Patch, or low fellow. 
• And raught not — ] i. e. reac/i'd not. 

' Tie alluiion holds in the excinngr.'] i. e. the riddle is as good 
when I use the name of Adam, as when I use the name of ^n. 
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Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I say, the allu- 
sion holds in the exchange. 

DuU. And I say the pollusion holds in the ex- 
change; for the moon is never but a month old: 
and I say beside, tliat 'twas a pricket that the prin- 
cess kill'd. 

Hot. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal 
epitaph on the death of the deer ? and, to humour ■ 
the ignorant, I have call'd the deer the princess kill'd^ 
a pricket. 

Nath. Perge, good master Holofernes, perge ; 
80 it shall please you to abrogate scurrility. 

Hoi. I will something affect the letter;' for it 
argues facility. 

The praiseful princess pierc'd and prick'd a pretty 
pleasing pricket ; 

Some saj/, a sore ; but not a sore, till now made 
sore wilk shooting. 
The dogs did yell; put I to sore, then sorel jumps 
from thicket ; 

Or pricket, sore, or else sorel ; the people Jail a 
hooting. 
If sore be sore, then L to sore makes Jifly sores ; 

sore L! 
Of one sore I an hundred make, by adding but one 
more L. 

Nath. A rare talent! 

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws 
him with a talent.^ 

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple ; 
a foolish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, 
shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, re- 
volutions: these are begot in the ventricle of me- 
mory, nourished in the womb of pia mater; and 

■ affect 'Ac letter;} I'hat U, I will practise alii teratiOD. 

* _— daws him mth a laknt.} l. e. flatters hira. 
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deliver'd upon the mellowing of occasion: But the 
gift is good in those in whom it is acute, and I am 
thankful for it. 

Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you ; and so may 
my parishioners; for their sons are well tutor'd by 
you, and their daughters profit very greatly under 
you: you are a good member of the common- 
wealth. 

Hoi. Mekercle, if their sons be ingenious, they 
shall want no instruction : if their daughters be ca- 
pable, I will put it to them: But, vir xapit, qui 
pauca loquitur: a soul feminine saluteth us. 

Enter Jaquenetta and CostAED. 

Ja(j. God give you good morrow, master person. 

Hoi. Master person, — quasi pers-on. And if one 
should be piercftl, which is the one ? 

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is 
likest to a hogshead. 

Hoi. Of piercing a hogshead! a good lustre of 
conceit in a turf of earth; fire enough for a flint, 
pearl enough for a swine : 'tis pretty ; it is well. 

Jaq. Good master parson, be so good as read me 
this letter ; it was given me by Costard, and sent me 
from Don Armatho: I beseech you, read it. 

Hoi. Faustey precor geUdd quando pecus omne 
sub umbrd 
Ruminat, — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan! 
I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice: 

Vinegia, Finegia, 

Chi non te vede, ei non te pregia. 

Old Mantuan ! old Mantuan ! Who understandeth 
thee not, loves thee not. — Ut, re, sol, la, mi, fa. — 
Under pardon, sir, what are the contents ? or, rather, 
as Horace says in his — 'What, my soul, verses? 
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Natk. Ay, sir, and very ieamed. 
Hoi. Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse ; Lege, 
domine. 

Natk. If love make me forsworn, how shall I 

swear to love ? 
Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty 
vowed ! 
Though to myself forsworn, to thee I'll faithful 
prove; 
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like 

osiers bowed. 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine 
eyes; 
Where all those pleasures live, that art would 
comprehend: 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall 
suffice; 
Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee 
commend : 
AH ignorant that soul, tliat sees thee without 
wonder ; 
(Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts 
admire;) 
Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his 
dreadful thunder. 
Which, not to anger bent, is musick, and sweet 
fire. 
Celestial, as thou art, oh pardon, love, this wrong, 
That sings heaven's praise with such an earthly 

tongue ! 
Nol. You find not the apostrophes, and so miss 
the accent: let me supervise the canzonet. Here 
tre only numbers ratified; but, for the elegancy, 
facility, and golden cadence of poesy, caret. Ovi- 
dius Naso was the man: and why, indeed, Nasoj 
but for smelling out the odoriferous flowers of fan- 
cy, the jerks of invention ? Imitari, is nothing : so 
VOL. iti. E 
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doth the hound his master, the ape his keeper, the 
tired horse* his Hder. But damosella virgin, was 
this directed to you ? 

Jaq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron,* one of 
the strange queen's lords. 

Hoi. I will overglance the superscript. 77) the 
snow-white hand of the most beauteous Lady Rosa- 
line. I will look again on the intellect of the letter, 
for the nomination of the party writing to the person 
written unto : 

Your Ladyship's in all desired employment, BiBON. 
Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries with 
the king; and here he hath framed a letter to a se- 
quent of the stranger queen's, which, accidentally, 
or by the way of progression, hath miscarried. — Trip 
and go, my sweet; deliver this paper into the royal 
hand of the king; it may concern much : Stay not 
thy compliment; I forgive thy duty ; adieu. 

Jag. Good Costard go with me. — Sir, God save 
your life! 

Cost. Have with thee, my girl. 

[^Exeunt Cost, and Jaq. 

Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, 
very religiously; and, as a certain father saith 

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co- 
lourable colours.'' But, to return to the verses; 
Did they please you, sir Nathaniel ? J 

Natk. Marvellous well for the pen. i 

Hoi. I do dine to-day at the father's of a cert^n 
pupil of mine; where if, before repast, it shall 
please you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, 

' ■ ike tired horse — ] The tired horse was the horse adomtd 
viiHt ribiandi, — ^The bmous Bankes's horse so often alluded to. 

* Af, sir, from one MoHsiear Biron,'] Sltakspeare forgot himself 
it) this [KMsage, Jaquenelta knew nothing of Biron, and had caid, 
jn>t befoi-e, (hat the letter had been " sent to her from Don 
Amutbo, and given to her by Costard." 

• — ■ cftloMraUe roAwr«,l i. e, specious appearances. 
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on my privilege I have witli the parents of the fore- 
said child or pupil, undertake your ben venulo; 
where I will prove those verses to be very unlearned, 
neither savouring of poetry, wit, nor invention: I 
beseech your society, 

Nalk. And thank, you too: for society, (saith the 
text,) is the happiness of life. 

Hoi, And, certes," the text most infallibly con- 
cludes it. — Sir, [To Dull.] I do invite you too; 
you shall not say me, nay : pauca verba. Away ; 
the gentles are at their game, and we will to our re- 
creation. \_Exe.unt. 

SCENE III. 
Another part of the same. 

Enter Bibon, with a paper. 

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer; I am 

! coursing myself: tliey have pitch'd a toil ; I am toil- 
ing in a pitch;* pitch tliat defiles; defile! a foul 
word. Well, Set thee down, sorrow! for so they 
say, the fool said, and so say I, and I the fool. 
Well proved, wit ! By the lord, this love is as mad 
asAjax: it kills sheep; it kills me, I a sheep: Well 
proved again on my side! I will not love: if I do, 
' hang me; i'faith, I will not. O, but her eye, — by 
' this light, but for lier eye, I would not love her; 
yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the 
world but lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven, I 
do love: and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to be 
melancholy ; and here is part of my rhyme, and here 
I my melancholy. Well, she hath one o' my sonnets 

u,3 i. e. ceruinly, in truth. 
- I am tailing in a fiUch;'] Allading lo lady Rosaline's 
I comptexion, who U through ihe whole play cepresented as a black 
L beauty. 

Bit 
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already; the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and the 
lady hath it: sweet clown, sweeter fool, sweetest 
lady ! By the world, I would not care a pin if the 
other three were in: Here comes one with a paper; 
Grod give him grace to groan ! [Gets up into a tree. 

Enter the King, with a paper. 

King. Ah me! 

Biron. [Aside^ Shot, by heaven! — ^Proceed, 
sweet Cupid; thou hast thump'd him with thy bird- 
bolt under the left pap: — Ffaith secrets. — 

King. [Reads.] So sweet a hiss the golden sun 
gives not 

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose, 
As thy ej/e-beams, when their fresh rays have smote 

The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows: 
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 

Through the transparent bosom of the deep. 
As doth thy face through tears of mine give light ; 

Thou shinst in every tear that I do weep : 
No drop but as a coach doth carry thee. 

So rides t thou triumphing in my tvoe; 
Do but behold the tears that swell in me. 

And they thy glory through thy grief will show : 
But do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 
queen of queens, how far dost thou excel/ 
No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell. — 

How shall she know my griefs? Til drop the paper; 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes here? 

[Steps aside. 

Enter Longavillb, with a paper. 

What, Longaville! and reading! listen, ear. 

Biron. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool, ap- 
pear I [Aside. 
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Long- Ah me ! I am forsworn. 
BiTon^ Why, he comes in like a peijure,' wearing 
papers. \Aside, 

King. In love, I hope ; Sweet fellowship in shame ! 
Inside. 
Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

Long. Am I the first that have been perjur'd so ? 
Biron. [Aside.'\ I could put thee in comfort ; 
not by two, that I know: 
Thou mafst the triumviry, the comer-cap of so- 
ciety, 
The shape of love's Tyburn that hangs up simpli- 
city. 
Long. I fear, these stubborn lines lack power to 
move: 
O sweet Maria, empress of my love ! 
These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 

Biron. [j4side.l O, rhymes are guards on wanton 
Cupid's nose : 
Disfigure not his slop.' 

Long. This same shall go. — 

[He reads the sonnet. 
Did not the heavenly rhetorick of thine eye 

('Gainst whom the world cannot hold argu- 
ment,) 
Persuademy heart to this fahe perjury ? 

yiows, Jor thee broke, deserve not punishment, 
A woman I forswore ; but, I will prove. 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee: 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love; 

Thy grace being gaitid, cures all disgrace in 



' I he comes in iikc a prrjure,'] The punishment of perjuiy 

to wear on the breast a paj)er expressing tlie crime, 
' DiftiguTC not /tis slop,] This alludes to the usual tawdry dress 
«f Cupid, wbeo he appeared on tlie stage. 
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Fows are but breath, and breath a vapour is: 
Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost I 
shine, 
Exhafst this vapour vote; in thee it is: 

Ij' broken then, it is no fault of mine; 
If by me broke, fVhatfooi is not so wise. 
To lose an oath to win a paradise? 
Biron. [v/szrfe J This is the liver vein,' which , 
makes flesh a deity; 
A green goose, a goddess : pure, pure idolahy. 
God amend us, God amend ! we are much out o'thli j 
way. 



Ent. 



Long. By 



DUMAIN; 

whom 



stay. 



with a paper. 

I send this? — Company! 
[Stepping c 



Biron. [Aside.'] All hid, all hid,*^ an old infant 
play: 
Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky. 
And wretched fools' secrets heedfully o'er-eye. 
More sacks to the mill ! O heavens, I have my wish ; 
Dumain transform 'd: four woodcocks in a dish! 
Dum. O most divine Kate ! 

Biron, O most prophane coxcomb ! 

[Aside. 
Dum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye! 
Biron. By earth she is but corporal j there you 
lie. [Aside. 

Dum. Her amber haira for foul have amber 

coted.* 
Biron. An amber-colour'd raven was well noted. 
[Aside. 

' -— lAf liver vein,'] The liver was anciently supposed to bs | 

the Beat of love. 

* All hid, all kid,'] The children's cry at Afrfe onrf s«jt, 

' amber coted.] The word here intended, though mispelled, 

is quoted, which signifies observed or regarded, both here and in 



LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 54 

Dum. As upright as the cedar. 
Biron. Stoop, I say; 

Her shoulder is with child. [/iside. 

Dum. As fair as day. 

Biron. Ay, as some days; but then no sun must 
shine. [Aside. 

Dum. O that I had my wish! 
LoTig. And I had mine ! 

t Aside. 
Aside. 
Biron. Amen, bo I had mine: Is not that a good 
word f [Aside. 

Dum. I would forget her; but a fever she 
Reigns in my blood, and will remember'd be. 

Biron. A fever in your blood, why, then inci- 
sion 
Would let her out in saucers j * Sweet misprision I 

[Aside. 
Dum. Once more I'll read the ode that I have 

writ. 
Biron. Once more I'll mark how love can vary 
wit. [Aside, 

Dum. On a day i (alack the day ! J 

Love, whose month is ever May, 
Spied a blossom, passing fair. 
Playing in the wanton air ,- 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All unseen, 'gan passage Jind ; 
That the lover, sick to death, 
ff^sk*d himself the heaveits breath- 



everyplace where it occurs in these [dsyB; and the meaoii^ is, that 
amiirf itirlf it regarded as foul, w/ii-it comparrd uitk ktr hair, 
' —^—^ wAi/, then inciaioD 
Would ttt her oat in tauceri ;] It was the feshiou among the 
youag gallanls of tliat age, to litab themselves in the amu, orelbe- 
where, in order to drink ibeir mistress's health, or write her Dame 



a their blood, as a proof of tlieir paasioii. 
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Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ; 
Air, would I might triumph so ! 
Bui alack, my hand is sworn. 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet j 
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet. 
Do not call it sin in me. 
That I am forsworn for thee: 
Thou for whom even Jove would swear^ 
Juno but an Ethiop were ; 
And deny himself for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy love. — 

This will I send; and something else more plain. 
That shall express my true love's fasting pain. 
O, would the King, Biron, and Longaville, 
Were lovers too ! U\, to example ill. 
Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note ; 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 

Long. Dumain, [^advancing.'] thy love is far from 
charity, 
That in love's grief desir'st society : 
You may look pale, but I should blush, I know. 
To be o'erheard, and taken napping so. 

King. Come, sir, [^advancing. "^ you blush; as his 
your case is such ; 
You chide at him, offending twice as much: 
You do not love Maria; Longaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile; 
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart. 
I have been closely shrouded in this bush. 
And mark'd you both, and for you both did 

blush. 
I heard your guilty rhymes, observ'd your fashion ; 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your pas- 
sion : 
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Ah me! says one; OJove! the other cries; 
One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other's eyes: 
You would for paradise break faith and troth; 

[To Long. 
And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 

[To DUMAIK. 

What will Bir6n say, when that he shall hear 
A faith infring'd, which such a zeal did swear? 
How will he scorn ? how will he spend his wit? ■> 
How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it? »»/ 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, .' 

I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. — 
Ah, good my liege, I pray thee pardon me: 

[Deacendsfrom the tree. 
Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to re- 
prove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love? 
Your eyes do make no coaches ;" in your tears. 
There is no certain princess that appears : 
You'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing; 
Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting. 
But are you not asham'd ? nay, are you not. 
All three of you, to be thus much o'ershot ? 
You found his mote ; the king your mote did see ; 
But I a beam do find in each of three, 
O. what a scene of foolery I have seen. 
Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen!' 
O me, with what strict patience have I sat, 
To see a king transformed to a gnat !" 



t coachesi] Alluding (o a pass^ ii 
coach doth cany thee." 



• Your ey« do make n 
king'aaoanet: 

" No drc^ but as i 

^- teen!] i. e. grief. 

' To ttr a titng tramjormrd lo a gnat!] BiroD is abuiing the 
king for his conneting like a nunstrel, aod compares bim to a gnat, 
which always sings as it flies. 
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To see great Hercules whipping a gigg, 
And profound Solomon to tune a jigg. 
And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys, 
AndcritickTimon* laugh at idle toys! 
WTiere lies thy grief, O tell me, good Dumain? 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain? 
And where my liege's? all about the breast: — 
A caudle, ho ! 

King. Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray 'd thus to thy over-view ? 

Biron. Not you by me, but I betray 'd to you; 
I, that am honest; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow I am engaged in ; 
I am betray'd, by keeping company 
With moon-like men, of strange inconstancy. 
When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme? 
Or groan for Joan ? or spend a minute's time 
In pruning me?' When shall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 
A gait, a state,' a brow, a breast, a waist, 
A leg, a limb ?— 

King. Soft; Whither away so fast? 

A true man, or a thief, that gallops so ? 

Biron. I post from love ; good lover, let me go 



Enter Jaquenetta and Costard. 

Jaq. God bless the king ! 

King. What present hast thou there ? 

Cost. Some certain treason. 

King. What makes treason here ? 

• — ■ ■ (riticli Titnoii~—] Clitic and critical are used by our ' 
author in the same sense as cynic and cynical. 

' yn pruning wf''] A bird 19 said to prunr himself when he [nckt 
and sleeks his feathers. 

" ' a gait, a state,] Stair, 1 believe, in the present in- 
itance, is c^poaed to ^it (i. e. the nMko) and ligiufies the act 
of itandiag. 
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Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 
King. If it mar nothing neither, 

The treason, and you, go in peace away toge- 
ther. 
Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be 
read; 
Our parson misdoubts it; 'twas treason, he said. 
King. Biron, read it over. 

[Giving him the letter. 
Where hadst thou it ? 
Jaq. Of Costard. 
King. Where hadst thou it? 
Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 
King. How now ! what is in you ? why dost thou 

tear it ? 
Biron. A toy, my hege, a toy-, your grace needs 

not tear it. 
Long. It did move him to passion, and therefore 

let's hear it. 
Dum. It is Biron's writing, and here is his name. 
[Pich up the pieces. 
Biron. Ah, you whoreson loggerhead, [To Cos- 
tard,] you were bom to do me shame. — 
Guilty, my lord, guilty; I confess, I confess. 
King. What? 

Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to 
make up the mess : 
He, he, and you, my liege, and I, 
Are pick-purses in love, and wc deserve to die. 
O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tdl you 
more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 
Biron. True true; we are four: — 

Will these turtles be gone? 

King. Hence, sirs; away. 

Cost. Walkasidethe true folk, and let the traitors 
stay. [^Ereunt Cost, and Jaquenet. 
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Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O let us em- 
brace ! 
As true we are, as flesh and blood can be : 
The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face; 

Young blood will not obey an old decree : 
We cannot cross the cause why we were born ; 
Therefore, of all hands must we be forsworn. 
King. What, did these rent lines show some love 

of thine ? 
Biron. Did they, quoth you ? Who sees the hea- 
venly Rosaline, 
That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east. 
Bows not his vassal head ; and, strucken Mind, 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ? 
What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her majesty ? 

King. What zeal, what fury hath inspir'd thee 
now? 
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 
She, an attending star, scarce seen a light. 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Bir6n ; 
O, but for my love, day would turn to night ! 
Of all complexions the cull'd sovereignty 

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ; 
Where several worthies make one dignity ; 

Where nothing wants, that want itself doth seek. 
Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues, — 

Fye, painted rhetorick ! O, she needs it not : 
To things of sale a seller's praise belongs ; 

She passes praise ; then praise too short doth 
blot. 
A wither'd hermit, five-score winters worn, 

Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye: 
Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born. 

And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy. 
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O, 'tis the sun, that maketh all things shine! 
King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 
Biron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine ! 
A wife of such wood were felicity, 
O, who can give an oath? where is a book? 

That I may swear, beauty doth beauty lack, 
If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 
King. O paradox! Black is the badge of hell. 
The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night; 
And beauty's crest becomes the heavens well.^ 
Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits 
of light. 
O, if in black my lady's brows bedeckt, 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair,* 
Should ravish doters with a false aspect ; 

And therefore is she born to make black fair. 
Her favour turns the fashion of the days; 

For native blood is counted painting now; 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise, 
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 
Dum. To look like her, are chimney-sweepers 

black. 
Long. And, since her time, are colliers counted 

bright. 
King. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion 

crack. 
Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light. 
Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in rain. 
For fear their colours should be wash'd away. 
King. "Twere good, yours did; for, sir, to tell 
you plain, 
I'll find a fairer face not wash'd to-day. 

' And beauty's crest becomrs the Aeaceni veil.} i. e. the very fop, 
the Ar^A' of beauty, or the utmoit degree of liumess, becomes 
the heavens. 

* "■ ■- and Viurping Ainr,] i, e. false hair. 
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Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talk till dooms-day 

here. 
King. No devil will fright thee then so much as 

she. 
Dum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 
Long. Loot, here's thy love: my foot and her 
face see, [_Showing his shoe. 

Biron. O, if the streets were paved with thine 
eyes, 
Her feet were much too dainty for such tread ! 
Dum. Ovile! then as she goes, what upward lies 
The street should see as she walk'd over head. 
King. But what of this? Are we not all in love? 
Biron. O, nothing so sure; and therehy all for- 
sworn. 
King. Then leave this chat; and, good Bir6n, 
now prove 
Onr loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 
Dum. Ay, marry, there ; — some flattery for this 

evil. 
Long. O, some authority how to proceed ; 
Some tricks, some quillets,* how to cheat the devil. 
Dum. Some salve for perjury. 
I Biron. O, 'tis more than need ! — 

I Have at you then, affection's men at arms:^ 
I Consider, what you first did swear imto; — 
1' To fast, — to study, — and to see no woman ; — 
I Flat treason 'gainst the kingly state of youth. 
I Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too youngi 
' And ahstinence engenders maladies. 
I And where that you have vow'd to study, lords. 
In that each of you hath forsworn his book : 
Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 
For when would you, my lord, or you, or you, 

s «omf quillets,] QtalUt is the peculiar word applies) to 

Jaw-chicane. 

' affection I men at <7rnr».-] i, e. ¥f tolditrs if qff'cclion. 
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Have found the ground of study's excellence. 

Without the beauty of a woman's face ? 

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive: 

They are the ground, the books, the academes, 

From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 

Why, universal plodding prisons up 

The nimble spirits in the arteries ;' 

As motion, and long during-action, tires 

The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now, for not looking on a woman's face, 

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes; 

And study too, the causer of your vow ; 

For where is any author in the world, 

Teaches such beauty as a woman's eye ? 

Learning is but an adjunct to ourself, 

And where we are, our learning likewise is. 

Then, when ourselves we see in ladies' eyes. 

Do we not likewise see our learning there ? 

O, we have made a vow to study, lords; 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books; 

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 

In leaden contemplation, have found out 

Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 

Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with? 

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain;* 

And therefore finding barren practisere, 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 

But love, first learned in a lady's eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 

But with the motion of all elements, 

Courses as swift as thought in every power; 

And gives to every power a double power, 



' Tienimbletpiriit in I he arteries i] In the old tj^tem of physic 
(hey gave the same office to ilie aittrifn u u now given to the 

• OlAenloui arUenthvly iicep the brain;'] As we say, keq> the 
houK, or keep their bed. M. Mason. 
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Above their functions and their offices, 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye; 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound, 

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'd ;' 

Love's feeling is more soft, and sensible, 

Than are the tender horns of cockled' snails; 

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste : 

For valour, is not love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides?'' 

Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet, and musical. 

As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair; 

And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 

Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 

Never durst poet touch a pen to write. 

Until his ink were temper'd with love's sighs; 

O, then his lines would ravish savage ears, 

And plant in tyrants mild humility, 

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire; 

They are the books, the arts, the academes. 

That show, contain, and nourish all the world; 

Else, none at all in aught proves excellent: 

Then fools you were these women to forswear ; 

Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 

For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love; 

Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men ;^ 

' the suspkiotu head of theft in ttopp'd;'] i, e. a lover in 

purauit of Ills mistress has his sense of hearing quicker than a 
thief (wfao suspects every sound he hears) iii pursuit of his prey. 
Or, The tmpicunis bead of' tliej'i may mean the head siapicioiu 
of theft. 

' cockled — ] i. e. inahelled, like llie fish called a cockk. 

' Still climbing trees in the Hesperides?] Our autlior seems to 
have thought that the latter word was the name of the garden in 
which the golden apples were kept : and some of his contempo- 
raries are chargeable with ihe same inaccuracy. 

' a Kord thai lavet all mm;] i. e. that is pleasing to all 
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Or for men's sake, the authors of these women ; 
Or women's sake, by whom we men are men ; 
Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves, 
Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths: 
It is religion to be thus forsworn : 
For charity itself fulfils the law; 
And who can sever love from charity ? 

King. Saint Cupid, then ! and, soldiers, to the 

field! 
Biron. Advance your standards, and upon them, 
lords ; 
Pell-mell, down with them! but be first advis'd. 
In conflict that you get the sun of them. 

Long. Now to plain-dealing; lay these glozes by: 
Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France ? 

King. And win them too : therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents, 

Biron. First, from the park let us conduct them 
thither; 
Then, homeward, every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress: in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them, 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 
For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours, 
Fore-run fair Love, strewing her way with flowers. 

King. Away, away! no time shall be omitted, 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

Biron. jillons! AUom! — Sow'd cockle reap'd no 
corn; 
And justice always whirls in equal measure : 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forswbm ; 
If so, our copper buys no better treasure. 

[Eieinit. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. A$iotker part »f tke tame. 

Enter HoLoPBaMss, Sir Nathasiel, aad Dcxx. 

Hoi. Satit quod tufficit. 

Sath. I praise God for \xm, sir: yoor icasoDs at 
dinner hare been* ^larp and sententioos; pleasant 
without scurrility, witty without af^ction,* sods- 
cious without impudency, learned without optnion, 
and strange without heresy. I did coorene tbit 
quondam day with a comparuon of the king's, who 
IS intituled, nominated, or called, Don Athiano de 
Armado, 

Hoi. Novi hommem tanquam te: His humour is 
lofty, his discourse peremptory', his tongue filed, his 
eje ambitious, his gait majestJcal, and his general 
behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thrasonical." He 
is too picked,' too spruce, too affected, too odd, as 
it were, too peregrinate, as I may call it. 

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet. 

\Takes out his table-book. 

* • your reaumt at dinner iate beat, &c.] I know not well 
what deeree of reipect Shakspeare inteods to obtain for his vicar, 
but he Baa here put into liia mouth a finished represencatiwi of 
collnqu'tal excellence. It is very difficult to add any thing to lus 
diaracter of the Rchoolmastet's table-taik, and perhaps all the pre- 
ceptj of Caitiglione will Karcely be found to comprehend a nile 
fer convereatioD so justly delioeaied, so widely dilated, and so 
nicely limited. 

It may be proper just to note, that rraion here, and in many 
other placed, signifies discourse; and that auf/acioiu is used in a 
go^ lenie for tpiriled, animated, conjident. Opinion a the same 
with obilinacy or opiniatrele. Johnson. 

' witkuttl alftction,'] i. e. without afFectation, 

° tkroMonical "^ Boast£i1, hng^ag, Jrom Terence, 

' He is too picked,] nicely dreit. 
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Hoi. He draweth oat the thread of his verbosity 
finer than the staple of his argument. I abhor such 
fanatical fantasms, such insociable and point-devise' 
companions; such rackers of orthography, as to 
speak., dout, fine, when he should say, doubt; det, 
when he should pronounce, debt; d, e, b. t; not 
d, e, t: he cicpeth a calf, cauf; half, hauf; 
neighbour, vacatur, nebour; neigh, abbreviated, ne : 
This is abhominable, (which he would call abomina- 
ble,) it insinuateth me of insanie; Ne intelligis do- 
mine? to make frantick, lunatick. 

Nath. Laus deo, bone intelUgo. 

Hoi. Boite? hone, (or ben^: Pr'tsdan a little 

scratch 'd; 'twill serve. 



Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard. 

Nath. f^desne quis vemt? 

Hol. Video, & gaudeo. 

Jlrm. Chirra! [To Moth. 

Hol. Qwdre Chirra, not sirrah? 

Arm. Men of peace, well encounter'd, 

Hol. Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth. They have been at .1 great feast of lan- 
guages, and stolen the scraps. 

[To CosTAHD aside. 

Cost. O, they have lived long in the alms-basket 
of words! I marvel, thy master hath not eaten thee 
for a word ; for thou art not so long by the head as 
honorificttbililndinilatibus : thou art easier swallowed 
than a flap-dragon." 

Moth. Peace; the peal begins. 

* point'devise — ] A French expression for the uUnost, or 

finical exactness. 

' 11 flap-ilragon.] A fiaf-ilragim is a small inflammable 

MdMtance, which topen swallow m a glass of wine. 

P 1 
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Arm. Monsieur, [To Hol.T are you not letter'd ? 

Moth, Yes, yes; he teaches boys the horn- 
book ; — 
What is a, b, spelt backward with a horn on his head ? 

Hoi. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn; — You 
hear his learning. 

Hoi. Qifis, quis, thou consonant? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them ; or the fifth, if I. 

Hoi, I will repeat them, a, e, i. — 

Moth. The sheep: the other two concludes it; 
o, u. 

At-m. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterra- 
neum, a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit:' snip, 
snap, quick and home; it rejoiceth my intellect: 
true wit. 

Moth. OfFer'd by a child to an old man ; which is 
wit-old. 

Hoi. What is the figure ? what is the figure ? 

Moth. Horns. 

Hoi. Thou disputes! like an infant : go, whip thy 

gig- 

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I 
will whip about your infamy circum circa ; A gig of 
a cuckold's horn! 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, thou 
shouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is 
the very remuneration I had of thy master, thou 
half-penny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discre- 
tion. O, an the heavens were so pleased, that thou 
wert but my bastard! what a joyful father wouldst 
thou make me ! Go to ; thou hast it ad dunghill, at 
the fingers' ends, as they say. 



' a quick veiiew qf w'l:} A v 

a Ixmt at the tencing-scliool. 



u is the lechnicol term fot 
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Hol. O, I smell false Latin; dunghill iormtguem. 

Arm. Arts-man, priramlmla; we will be singled 
from the barbarous. Do you not educate jouth at 
the charge-house^ on the top of the mountain? 

Hol. Or, vwns, the hill. 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

Ifol. I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king's most sweet pleasure and 
afFection, to congratulate the princess at her pavi- 
lion, in the posteriors of this day; which the rude 
multitude call, the afternoon. 

Hol, The posterior of the day, most generous 
sir, is liable, congruent, and measurable for the af- 
ternoon: the word is well cull'd, chose; sweet and 
apt, I do assure you, sir, I do assure. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman; and 
my familiar, I do assure you, very good friend: — 
For what is inward' between us, let it pass: — I do 
beseech thee, remember thy courtesy; — i beseech 
thee, apparel thyhead;* — and among other importu- 
nate and most serious designs, — and of great import 
indeed, too; — but let that pass: — for I must tell thee, 
it will please his grace (by the world) sometime to 
lean upon my poor shoulder; and with liis royal fin- 
ger, thus, dally with my excrement,* with my mu- 
Btachio: but, sweet heart, let that pass. By the 
world, I recount no fable; some certain special 
honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to Ar- 
mado, a soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the 
world; but let that pass. — The very all of all is, — 

" ■ lie charge-house — ] perhaps, is ihefret'tciool. 

' ' inw^ird — ] i, e. conliJentiBl. 

* t do hrtcrch thrc, remember thy courtesy;—/ btstrch liee, 
apparel lAy Aead;'] By " remember thy courtesy," I suppose 
Arniado mean'i — rrmembcr that all tAU time lAou art ttondiwg li-ith 
Uyialo/f'. Steevens. 

' ■ ■ daily Kith my excrement,] The author calls the beard 
xalourU escrrmmt in The Merchant of fenke. 
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but, sweet heart, I do implore secrecy, — that the 
king would have me present the princess, sweet 
chuck," with some delightful ostentation, or show, 
or pageant, or antick, or iire-work. Now, under- 
standing that the curate and your sweet self, are 
good at such eruptions, and sudden breaking out of 
mirth, as it were, I have acquainted you withal, to 
the end to crave your assistance. 

Hoi. Sir, you shall present before lier the nine 
worthies.— Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some en- 
tertainment of time, some show in the posterior of 
this day, to be rendered by our assistance, — the 
king's command, and this most gallant, illustrate, 
and learned gentleman, — before the princess; I say, 
none so fit as to present the nine worthies. 

Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough 
to present them ? 

Hoi. Joshua, yourself; myself, or this gallant 
gentleman, Judas Maccabeus ; this swain, because 
of his great limb or joint, shall pass Pompey the 
great; the page, Hercules. 

Arm. Pardon, sir, error: he is not quantity enough 
for that worthy's thumb : he is not so big as the end 
of his club. 

Hoi. Shall I have audience ? he shall present 
Hercules in minority: his enter and exit shall be 
strangling a snake ; and I will have an apology for 
that purpose. 

Moth. An excellent device! so, if any of the 
audience hiss, you may cry: ivell done, Hercules! 
tioui thou criishest the snake.' that is the way to make 
an offence gracious ; though few have the grace to 
doit. 

^rm. For the rest of the worthies? — 

Hoi, I will play three myself. 






:. chicken; an astient lerm of endearment. 
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Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman I 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing? 

Hoi. We attend. 

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not,' an antick. 
I beseech you, follow. 

Hoi. yia,* goodman Dull ! thou hast spoken no 
word all this while. 

Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir. 

Hoi. Allons! we will employ thee. 

Dull. I'll make one in a dance, or so; or I will 
play on the tabor to the worthies, and let them 
dance the hay. 

Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away. 
[Exeunt. 

SCENE n. 

Another part of the same. Before the Princess's 
Pavilion. 

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, and 
Mabia. 

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart. 
If fairings come thus plentifully in: 
A lady wall'd about with diamonds ! 
Look you, what I have from the loving king. 
Ros. Madam, came nothing else along with that? 
Prin. Nothing, but this? yes, as much love in rhyme. 
As would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper. 
Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all ; 
That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name. 

Jios. That was the way to make his god-head 



' ^^ if Hit fadge not,] i, e. suit not, pats aot into aclion. 
* yic,'} An Italian exclamation, signifying Vaurnge ! miut <m! 
' -^^ to makr Ait gad-iiari vjix;] Touax anciaiUy signified 
togrow. It is yet said of (be moon, \iaH the itaxtt and wanet. 
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For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 
Kath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 
Ros. You'll ne'er be friends with him ; he kill'd 

your sister. 
Kath. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy ; 
And so she died: had she been light, like you, 
Of such a merrj', nimble, stirring spirit, 
She miglit have been a grandam ere she died : 
And so may you ; for a light heart lives long. 

Ros. What's your dark meaning, mouse,' of this 

light word ? 
Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 
Ros. We need more light to find your meaning 

out. 
Kath. You'll mar the light, by taking it in snufF;* 
Therefore, I'll darkly end the argument. 

Ros. Look, what you do, you do it still i' the 

dark. 
Kath. So do not you; for you are a light wench. 
Ros. Indeed, I weigh not you; and therefore 

light. 
Kath. You weigh me not, — O, that's you care not 

tor me. 
Ros. Great reason; for, Past cure is still past j 

care. 

Prin. Well bandied both; a set of wit* well ] 
play'd. 
But Rosaline, you have a favour too: 
Who sent it? and what is itf 

Ros. I would, you knewt 

An if my face were but as fair as yours, 
My favour were as great ; be witness this. 
Nay, I have verses too, I thank Bir6n: 

' ■ mouse,] This was a term of endeannenl formerly. 

° lakiitg it in snuff;] Unvff is here used equivocally foi I 

mgrr, and the maff of' a candle. 

' " fl set o/ Mit — ] A term &om temus. 
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The numbers tnie; and, were the numb' ring too, 
I were the fairest goddess on the ground i 
I am compar'd to twenty thousand fairs, 
O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter! 

Prin. Any thing hke? 

Ros. Much, in the letters ; nothing in the praise. 

Prifi. Beauteous as ink; a good conclusion. 

Kotk. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 

Ros. 'Ware pencils ! How? let me not die your 
debtor, 
My red dominical, my golden letter: 
O, that your face were not so full of O's ! 

Kath. A pox of that jest! and beshrew all shrowsM 

Prin. But what was sent to you from fair Dumain ? 

Kath. Madam, this glove. 

Prin. Did he not send you twain ? 

Kath. Yes, madam; and moreover, 
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover: 
A huge translation of hypocrisy, 
Vilely compil'd, profound simplicity. 

Mar. This, and these pearls, to me sent Longa- 
ville; 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin. 1 tliink no less : Dost thou not wish in heart. 
The chain were longer, and the letter short ? 

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might nevei 
part. 

Prin. We are wise girls, to mock our lovers so. 

Ros, They are worse fools to purchase mocking so. 
That same Bir6n I'll torture ere I go. 
O, that I knew he were but in by the week!* 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and seek ; 

* J pat of t/iat Jetl .' and beshrew alt lirowJ.'] "Pox of that 
jest!" Mr. Theobald ia scandalized at this language from a 
princess. But there needs no alana — the nnall pox only is al- 
luded to; with which, it iseems, Katharioe was pitted; or, at it 
u quainOf expresied, " her face was full of O's." 

' — — in 6y the vxek!'} An expreuion taken from hiring ler- 



74 



LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 



And wait the season, and observe the times, 
And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes; 
And shape his service wholly to my behests; 
And make him proud to make me proud that jests !" 
So porteut-like would I o'ersway his state. 
That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are so surely caught, when they are 
catch'd. 
As wit tum'd fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd, 
Hath wisdom's warrant, and the help of school; 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Kos. The blood of youth burns not with such 
excess, 
As gravity's revolt to wantonness. 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note. 
As foolery in the wise, when w it doth dote ; 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply. 
To provC) by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Enter Boyet. 

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 

Boyet. O, I am stabb'd with laughter! Where'a 
her grace ? 

Prin. Thy news, Boyet? 

Boyet. Prepare, madam, preparel'^ 

Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are 
Against your peace : Love doth approach disguis'd. 
Armed in arguments; you'll be surpris'd: 
Muster your wits; stand in your own defence; 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Prin. Saint Dennis to saint Cupid! What are 
they. 
That charge theirbreath against us? say, scout, say. 

vantSOT artificcrEi meaning, I wi»b 1 wuu tare of bU service fbt 
any time limited, as if I had hired him. 

' And make him provJ to make roe provii that jttU .'} The mean- 
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Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 
I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour: 
When, lol to interrupt my purpos'd rest, 
Toward that sliade I might behold addrest 
The king and his companions: warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by. 
And overheard what you shall overhear; 
That, by and by, disguis'd they will be here. 
Their herald is a pretty knavish page, 
That well by heart hathconn'd his embassage: 
Action, and accent, did they teach him there; 
Thus must you speak, and thus thy body bear: 
And ever and anon they made a doubt, 
Presence majestical would put him out; 
For, quoth the king, an angel shall thou see ; 
Yet fear not thov, but speak audaciously. 
The boy reply'd, ^4n angel is 7iot evil i 
/ should have fear'' d her, had she been a devil. 
With that all laugh'd, and clapp'd him on the 

shoulder ; 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder. 
One mob'd his elbow, thus; and fleer'd, and swore, 
A better speech was never spoke before : 
Another, with his finger and his thumb, 
Cry'd, Ha.' we will do' C, come what will come: 
The third he caper'd, and cried, v^W goes well: 
The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that, they all did tumble on the ground, 
With such a zealous laughter, so profound. 
That in this spleen ridiculous' appears. 
To check their folly, passion's solemn tears. 

Prin. But what, but what, come they to visit us ? 

Boyet. Theydo, they do; and are apparei'd thus, — 
Like Muscovites, orKussians: as I guess, 

ing of Uut obiciue line tectns to be, / vuulii maie Sm proud to 
Jtaller me a'*o make a ntick of his /iallrri/. 



tpltct ridiculiiua — ] Is, a ridiculous Ji( of laughter. 
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Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance: 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress; which they'll know 
By favours several, which they did bestow. 

Prin. And will they so? the gallants shall bo 
task'd : — 
For, ladies, we will every one be mask "d; 
And not a man of them shall have the grace. 
Despite of suit, to see a lady's face. — 
Hold, Rosaline, thisfavour thou shalt wear ; 
And then the king will court thee for his dear; 
Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine; 
So shall Biron take me for Rosaline. — 
And change you favours too; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by these removes. 

Ros. Come on then; wear the favours most in 
sight. 

Kath. But, in this changing, what is your intent ? 

Prin. The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs: 
They do it but in mocking merriment; 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook; and so be mock'd withal, 
Upon the next occasion that we meet, 
With visages display 'd, to talk, and greet. 

Ros. But shall we dance, if they desire us to't? 

Prin, No; to the death, we will not move 3 
foot: 
Nor to their penn'd speech render we no grace ; 
But, while 'tis spoke, each turn away her face. 

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's 
heart. 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Prin. Therefore I do it; and, I make no doubt. 
The rest will ne'er come in, if he be out. 
There's no such sport, as sport by sport overthrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own: 
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So shall we stay, mocking intended game; 

Aiid they, well mock'd, depart away witli shame. 

[TVumpets sound within. 

Boyet. The trumpet sounds; be mask'd, the 

maskers come. [The ladies mask. 

Enter the King, Biron, Longavjlle, and Du- 
UAiK, in Russian habits, and mashed; Moth, 
Musicians, and Attendants. 

Moth. All hail, the richest beauties on the earth f 

Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich tafFata." 

Moth. A holuparcel of the fairest dames, 

"[The ladies turn their backs to him. 
That ever tnm'd their — backs — to mortal views! 

Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 

Moth. That ever turn' d their eyes to mortal views ! 
Out— 

Boyet. True; out, indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits, 
touchsafe 
Not to behold — 

Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth. Once to behold with your sun-beamed eyesf 
with your sun-beamed eyes — 

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet; 
You were best call it, daughter-beamed eyes. 

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me 
out. 

Biron. Is this your perfectness? be gone, you 
rogue. 

Ros. What would these strangers? know their 
minds, Boyet : 
If they do speak our lang^ge, 'tis our will 
That some plain man recount their purposes: 
Know what they would. 

' Beaalirt na richer than rich ll^atu.'] t. e. the taffiita mask^ 
tbey wore to cooceal tbenuclves. 
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Boyet. What would you with the princess? 

Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 

Ros. What would they, say they ? 

Boyet. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 

Ros. Why, that they have; and bid them so be 
gone. 

Boyet. She says, you have it, and you may be 
gone. 

King. Say to her, we have measur'd many miles, 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. 

Boyet. They say, that they have measur'd many a 
mile, 
To tread a measure" with you on this grass. 

Ros. It is not so : ask them, how many inches 
Is in one mile: if they have measur'd many. 
The measure then of one is easily told. 

Boyet. If, to come hither you have measur'd 
miles, 
And many miles; the princess bids you tell, 
How many inches do fill up one mile. 

Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weaiy 
steps. 

Boyet. She hears herself. 

Ros. How many weary steps> 

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone, 
Are number'd in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for 
you; 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 
That we may do it still without accompt. 
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face. 
That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 

King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds 
do! 

were dances w>leinn 
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Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to 

shine 
(Those clouds remov'd,) upon our wat'ry eyne. 

Ros. O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter; 
Thou now request'st but moonshine in the water. 
King. Then, in our measure do but vouchsafe 
one change: 
Thou bid' St me beg ; this begging is not strange. 
Ros. Play, musick., then: nay, you must do it 
soon. TMiisick plays. 

Not yet ; — no dance : — thus change I like the moon. 
King. Will you not dance ? How come you thus 

estrang'd ? 
Ros. You took the moon at full ; but now she's 

chang'd. 
King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 
The musick plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it. 
Ros, Our ears vouchsafe it. 
King. But your legs should do it. 

Rox. Since you are strangers, and come here by 
chance, 
We'll not be nice : take hands ; — we will not dance. 
King. Why take we hands then ? 
Roi. Only to part friends : — 

Court' sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 
King. More measure of this measure ; be not nice. 
Ros. We can afford no more at such a price. 
King. Prize you yourselves ; What buys your 

company ? 
Ros. Your absence only. 

King. That can never be. 

Ros. Then cannot we be bought : and so adieu; 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you I 

King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat. 
Ros. In private then. 

King. I am best pleas'd with that. 

[TAqf coTWerse apart. 
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Will they not, think you, hang themselves to , 
night ? 
Or ever, but in visors, show their faces? 
This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. 

Ros. O ! they were all in lamentable cases I 
The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prhi. Bir6n did swear himself out of all suit. 

Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword ; 
No point, quoth I ; ' my servant straight was mute. 

Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o'er his 
heart; 
And trow you, what he call'd me ? 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

Kath. Yes, in good faith. 

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art ! 

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain statute-' 
caps.* 
But will you hear ? the king is my love sworn. 

Pri?i. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 

Kalk. And Longaville was for my service horn. 

Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree. 

Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear: 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes ; for it can never be. 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 

Prin. Will they return ? 

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows; 

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows: 
Therefore, change favours ; and, when they repair, 
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. 



* No point, quoth I;"] Puint in French is an adverb of nega- 
tion; but, if properly spoken, is not sonnded like the point of a 
sword. A quibble, however, is intended. 

' belirr iiiils /lavt worn plain statute-caps."] Dr, Johofioo 

thinks this is an allusion to the statute-cap of the universities. Mr. 
Steevens, that it means belltr ivils may bcfour.d among C&e ciliuns, 
who wore a kind of woollen-cap bi/ statute 
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Prin. How blow? how blow? speak to be under- 
stood. 

Boi/et. Fair Ladies, mask'd, are roses in their 
bud: 
Dismask'd, their damask sweet commixture shown. 
Are angels vailing clouds,' orroses blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity! What shall we do. 
If they return in their own shapes to woo ? 

Ros. Good madam, if by me you'll be advis'd. 
Let's mock them still, as well known, as disguis'd: 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Disguis'd like Muscovites, in shapeless gear; 
And wonder, what they were ; and to what end 
Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely penn'd. 
And their rough carriage so ridiculous. 
Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Boijet. Ladies, withdraw; the gallants are at 
hand. 

Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run over land, 
[^Exeuiu Princess, Ros. Kath. and Mabia. 

Enter the King, Bibok, Longaville, and Du- 
MAiN, in iheir proper habits. 

King. Fair sir, God save you! Where is the 

princess ? 
Boyet. Gone to her tent: Please it your majesty, 
Command me any service to her thither ? 

King. That she vouchsafe me audience for one 

word. 
Boyet. I will; and so will she, I know, my lord. 
[Exit. 
Biron. This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons 
peas; 
And utters it again when God doth please : 



'Jrrangds vailing clcudt,} i. e. letting those doud» which 
obKUted their brightnew, sink from before them. Joansox. 

63 
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He is wit's pedler; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and wassels," meetings, markets, fairs; 
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve; 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve : 
He can carve too, and lisp: Why, this ia he, 
That kiss'd away his hand in courtesy ; 
This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms; nay, he can sing 
A mean' most meanly; and, in ushering, 
Mend him who can: the ladies call him, sweet; 
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet : 
This is the flower that smiles on every one. 
To show his teeth as white as whales bone: 
And consciences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 

King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my 
heart, 
That put Armado's page out of his part ! 

Enter the Princess, usher'd hy Boyet; Rosaline, 

Maria, Katharine, and Attendants. 

Biron. See where it comes! — Behaviour, what 

wert thou, 

Till this man show'd thee ? and what art thou now ? 

King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of 

day! 
Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive. 
King. Construe my speeches better, if you may. 
Prin. Then wish me better, I will give you 
leave. 

* — ■■ nojjWi,] Wassels were meetings of rustic mirth and in- 
temperance. 
' A mean — ] Tbe mean, in musck, a the tenor. 
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King. We came to visit you ; and purpose now 

To lead you to our court : vouchsafe it then. 

Prin. This field shall hold me; and so hold your 

vow: 

Nor God, nor I, delight in peijur'd men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke ; 

The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 
Prin. You nick-name virtue: vice you should 
have spoke ; 
For virtue's office never breaks men's troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

As the unsullied lily, I protest, 
A world of torments though I should endure, 

I would not yield to be your house's guest : 
So much I hate a breaking-cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow'dwith integrity. 

Kine. O, you have liv'd in desolation here. 

Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 
Prin. Not so, my lord, it is not so, I swear; 
We have had pastimes here, and pleasant game; 
A mess of Russians left us but of late. 
King. How, madam ? Russians ? 
Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord; 

Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of state. 

Ron. Madam, speak true : — It is not so my lord; 
My lady (to the manner of the days,) 
In courtesy, gives undeserving praise.* 
We four, indeed, confronted here with four 
In Russian habit: here they stay'd an hour. 
And talk'd apace ; and in that hour, my lord. 
They did not bless us with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 
When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 

■ Mj) laili/ Clo lie manner of the dai/tj 
In courfrjy, gitrs unduerving praiie.'] To the maimer of the 
ixyt, means accordiug lo the manner of ihe limes, — Ohet tin- 
deKrnng praiu, means praise to what does not deserve it. 
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Biron. This jest is dry to me. — Fair, gentle 
sweet, 
Your wit makes wise things foolish ; when we greet 
With eyes best seeing heaven's fiery eye, 
By light we lose light : Your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but 
poor. 
Ros. This proves you wise and rich, for in my 

eye, — 
Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 
Ros. But that you take what doth to you be- 
long. 
It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 
Biro7i. O, I am yours, and all that I possess. 
Ros. All the fool mine ? 

Biron. I cannot give you less. 

Ros, Which of the visors was it, that you wore ? 
Biron. Where? when? what visor? why demand 

you this ? 
Ros. There, then, that visor ; that superfluous 
case. 
That hid the worse, and show'd the better face. 
King. We are descried : they'll mock us now 

downright. 
Dum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 
Prin. Amaz'd, my lord ? Why looks your high- 
ness sad ? 
Ros. Help, hold his brows I he'll swoon ! Why 
look you pale ? — 
Sea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 

Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for per- 
jury. 
Can any face of brass hold longer out ? — 
Here stand 1, lady ; dart thy skill at me; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a 
flout; 
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Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 

Cut mc to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 
And I will wish thee never more to danre. 

Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 
O ! never will I trust to speeches penn'd, 

Nor to the motion of a school-boy's tongue; 
Nor never come in visor to my friend;" 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper's 
song: 
TafFata phrases, silken terms precise, 

Three-pil'd hyperboles,' spruce affectation. 
Figures pedantical ; these summer-flies 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation: 
I do forswear them ; and I here protest, 

By this white glove, (how white the hand, God 
knows ! ) 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall beexpress'd 

In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : 
And, to begin wench, — so God help me, la! — 
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 
Ros. Sans sans, I pray you. 
Biron. Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage: — bear with me, I am sick; 
I'll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see; — 
Write, Lord have mercy on ux^ on those three; 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies; 
They have the plague, and caught it of your 

eyes: 
These lords are visited; you are not free, 
For the Lord's tokens on you do I see. 



' my ftiend;] 

' Tltfce-pird Ayperio/es,] A metaphur from die jiiU of velvet. 

' Write, Lord have mercy on m,] Tl)is was the inscription put 
upon ibe door of (he houses infected with the plague, lo which 
Biron compares the love of himself nnd his companions; and pur- 
suing the metaphor tinds the tokma likewise on the ladies. The 
token* of the [dague are the first spots or discolorations, b^ 
which the infection is known to be received. Juu'ksok. 
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Prin. No, they are free, that gave these tokens 
to us. 

Biron. Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo 
us. 

Ros. It is not so ; For how can this be true, 
That you stand forfeit, being those that sue i 

Biron. Peace; for I will not have to do with you. 

Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biron. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end. 

King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude 
transgression 
Some fair excuse. 

Prin. The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here, but even now, disguis'd ? 

King. Madam, I was. 

Prin, And were you well advis'd ? 

King. I was, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were here. 

What did you whisper in your lady's ear ? 

King. That more than all the world I did respect 
her. 

Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will 
reject her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear; 

Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear.* 

King. Despise me, when 1 break this oath of mine, 

Prin. I will; and therefore keep it : — Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear? 

Ros. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear 
Ab precious eye-sight ; and did value me 
Above this world : adding thereto, moreover, 
That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

' ■ ■ you force not to forfuxar,^ You force not is the same 
with you make no dificuUi/. This is a very just observation. The 
crime which has been <Hice committed, a committed again with 
lesa reluctance. Johksoit. 
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Prin. God give thee joy of him ! the noble lord 
Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean you, madam? by my hfe, my 
troth, 
I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Bos. By heaven, you did; and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this: but take it, sir, again. 

King. My faith, and this, the princess I did give; 
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear; 
And lord Bir6n, I thank him, is my dear: — 
What; will you have me, or your pearl again? 

Biron. Neither of either; I remit both twain. — 
I see the trick on't; — Here was a consent,' 
(Knowing aforehand of our merriment,) 
To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 
Some carry-tale, some please-man, some sligiit zany,* 
Some mumble-news, some trencher- knight, eome 

Dick,— 
That smiles his cheek in years ;'" and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh, when she's dispos'd, — 
Told our intents before: which once disclos'd, 
The ladies did change favours ; and then we, 
Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she. 
Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 
We are again forsworn; in will, and error. 
Much upon this it is : — And might not you, 

[To BOYET. 

Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue? 
Do not you know my lady's foot by the squire,' 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire, 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 

' ■ ' ■■ a coDBCDt,] i. e. a conspiracy. 

* ■ lany.l A zany is a bufibon, a merry Andrew, 

* ■ Ail ckrfk in years;] in yean, lignifies, inio wrinkles. 

' — ^— fcy thr squire,] From etquifrrc, FVench, a rule, or Kjuare. 
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You put our page out : Go, you are allow'd ;' 
Die when you will, a sinock shall be your shrowd. 
You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye, 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boyet. Full merrily 

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight ! Peace ; I have 
done. 

Enter Costard. 

Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray. 

Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know, 
Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no. 

Biron. What, are there but three? 

Cost. No, sir; but it is vara fine. 

For every one pursents three. 

Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 

Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir; I hope, 
it is not so: 
You cannot beg us," sir, I can assure you, sir ; we 

know what we know: 
I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Cost. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil 
it doth amount. 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for 
nine. 

Cost. O Lord, sir, it were pity you should get 
your living by reckoning, sir. 

Biron. How much is it ? 

Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the 
actors, sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount; 
for my own part, I am, as they say, but to parfect 

' Go, you art allow'd i] i. e. you may say what you will, 

' Tou cannot beg ta,'} That is, we are not fools, or lunatidu; 

our next lelations cannot beg the wardship of our persons and for* 

tunes. 
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one man, — e'en one poor man ; Pompion the great, 
sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies? 

Cost. It pleased them, to think me worthy of 
Pompion the great: for mine own part, I know not 
the degree of the worthy j but I am to stand for 
him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Cost. We will turn it tineiy off, sir; we will take 
some care. [^Exit Costard. 

King. Bir6n, they will shame us, let them not 
approach, 

Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord: and 'tis 
some policy 
To have one show worse than the king's and his 
company. 

King. I say, they shall not come. 

Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you 
now; 
That sport best pleases, that doth least know how : 
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Die in the zeal of them which it presents, 
Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 

Biron. A right description of our sport, my lord. 

Enler Armado. 

jirm. Anointed, I implore so much espence of 
thy royal sweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 
[Abmado converses with theH'mg, and delivers 
him a paper. 

Prin. Doth this man serve God? 

Biron. Why ask you ? 

Prin. He speaks not like a man of God's making. 

jirm. That's all one, my fair, sweet, honey mo- 
narch; for, I protest, the school-master is exceed- 
ing fantastical; too, too vain; too, too vain: But 
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we will put it, as they say, to/ortuna delta guerra.- 
I wish you the peace of mind, most royal couple- 
ment ! [£j7/ Armado. 

King. Here is like to be a good presence of wor- 
thies: He presents Hector of Troy; the swain, 
Pompey the great; the parish curate, Alexander; 
Armado's page, Hercules; the pedant, Judas Ma- 
chabjeus. 

And if these four worthies in their first show thrive, 
These four will change habits, and present the other 
five. 

Biron. There is five in the first show. 

King. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not so. 

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- 
priest, the fool, and the boy: — 
Abate a throw at novum;' and the whole world 

again. 
Cannot prick out five such, lake each one in his vein. 

King. The ship is under sail, and here she comes 
amain. 
[Seats brought for the King, Princess, i^c. 



Pageant of the Nine fVortkies. 

Enter Costaed armd, for Pompey. 

Cost. / Pompey am, 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 

Cost. I Pompey am, 

Boyet. With libbard's head* on knee. 

Biron. Well said, old mocker; I must needs be 
friends with thee. 

Cost. ] Pompey amy Pompey surjtam'd the big, — 
Dum. The great. 

' Abate a ihrtru at novumjl Novum (or novcm) appears lo have 
been some game at dice. 

' With libbard's iiead — ] i, c. itopariTs. 
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Cost. It is great, sir; — Pompey surnajnd the great; 
That oft in Jield, with targe and shield, did make 

my foe to sweat : 
And, travelling along this coast, I here am come by 

chance ; 
Aiid lay my arms before the legs of this sweet lass of 

France. 
If your ladyship would say, Thanks, Pompey, I had 
done, 
Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 
Cost. 'Tis not so much worth; but, I hope, I 
was perfect : I made a little fault in, great. 

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves 
the best worthy. 



ETiter NxTHANrEL arm^d, for Alexander. 

Nath. fVhen in the world I livd, I uas the 
world's commander ; 
By eattf west, north, and south, I spread my con- 
quering viight : 
My 'scutcheon plain declares, that I am jllisander. 

Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not ; for it 
stands too right.' 

Biron, Your nose smells, no, in this, most ten- 
der-smelling knight. 

Prin. The conqueror is dismay'd: Proceed, good 
Alexander. 

Nath. fVhen in the world I liv'd, I was the 
world's commander ; — 

Boyet. Most true, 'tis right; you were so, AU- 
sander. 

Biron. Pompey the great, — 

Cost. Your servant, and Costard. 

' —— it standi too right.] Il should be remembered, to relish 
thii joke, that the bead ot* Alexander was obliquely placed on his 
■boiilden. Stbbvexs. 
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Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Ali- 
saiider. 

Cosl. O, sir, [To Nath.] you have overthrown 
AJisander the conqueror! You will be scraped out 
of the painted cloth for this: your lion, that holds 
his poll-ax sitting on a close-stool, will be given to 
A-jax:* he will be the ninth worthy. A conqueror, 
and afeard to speak ! run away for shame, AHsander. 
[Nath. retires.'] There, an't shall please you ; a fool- 
ish mild man ; an honest man, look you, and soon 
dash'd ! He is a marvellous good neighbour, insooth ; 
and a very good bowler : but, for Alisander, alas, 
you see, how 'tis ; — a little o"erparted :^ — But there 
are worthies a coming will speak their mind in some 
otiier sort. 

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 

Ertter Holofernes armd, for Judas, and Moth 
arnCd, for Hercules, 

Hoi. Great Hercules is presented by this imp. 
Whose dub hiltd Cerhenis, that three-headed 
canus; 
Andy when he ivas a babe, a child, a shrimp, 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus : 
Quoniam, he seemeth in minority ; 
Ergo, I come with this apology. — 
Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish. 

[^Exit Moth. 
Hoi. Judas I am, — 
Dunt. A Judas! 
Hoi. Not Iscariot, sir. — 
Judas I am, ycleped Machab<Eus. 

* A-jax:'] There is a conceit of Ajax and ajakei, which, 

palby u it a, was used by Ben Johnson, and Camden the anti- 
quary. 

'•^^a/t((fr t/iT-parted:] That b, the ;><irt or diaracter al- 
lotted to him in this piece is too conwderable. Malokb. 
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Dum. Judas Machabsus dipt, is plain Judas. 
Biron. A kissing traitor: — How art thou prov'd 

Judas? 
Hoi. Judas lam, — - 
Dum. The more shame for you, Judas. 
Hoi. What mean you, sir? 
Boyet. To make Judas hang himself. 
Hoi. Begin, sir ; you are my elder. 
Biron. Well follow *d : Judas was hang'd on an 

elder, 
Hoi. I will not be put out of countenance. 
Biron. Because thou hast no face. 
Hoi. What is this? 
Boyet. A cittern head. 
Dum. The head of a bodkin. 
Biron. A death's face in a ring. 
Long. The face of an old Roman coin, scarce seen. 
Boyet, Tlie pummel of Caesar's faulchion. 
Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flask .* 
Biron. St. George's half-cheek in a brooch.' 
Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 
Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer: 
And now, forward ; for we have put thee in counte- 
nance. 
Hoi. You have put me out of countenance. 
Biron. False; we have given thee faces. 
Hoi. But you have out-fac'd them all. 
Biron. An thou werta Hon, we would tk) so. 
Btyyet. Therefore, as he is, an ass, let him go. 
And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou stay ? 
Dum. For the latter end of his name. 
Biron. For the ass to the Jude; give it him: — 
Jud-as, away. 



• on a flask.] i. e. a soldier's powder-hom. 

' St. George's half-theck in a brooch.] A brwKh is an oma- 
menial buckle, for fastening bat-biuids, girdles, mantles, &c. 



96 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 

Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 
Boyet. A light for monsieur Judas; it grows 

dark, he may stumble. 
Prin. AJas, poor Machabaeus, how hath he been 

baited ! 

Enter Akmado arm'd, for Hector. 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles; here comes 
Hector in arms. * 

Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, I 
will now be merr^'. 

King. Hector was but a Trojan* in respect of this. 

Boyet. But is this Hector ? 

Dum. I think, Hector was not so clean-timbered. 

Long. His leg is too big for Hector. 

Dum. More calf, certain. 

Boyet. No; he is best indued in the small. 

Biron. This cannot be Hector. 

Dum, He's a god or a painter; for he makes 
faces. 

Arm. The armipotent Mars, of lances^ the al- 
mighty, 
Gave Hector a gift, — 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Lang. Stuck with cloves. 

Dum. No, cloven. 

jirm. Peace! 
The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty. 

Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion ; 
A man so breatKd, that certain he wouldfight, yea 

From mom till night, out of his pavilion. 
I am that flower, — 



* Hector laat but a Trogan — ] A Trojan was, in the lime of 
Shakspeare, a cant temi for a liuf. 
' -— ^ lances — ] i. e. of Unce-men. 
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Dum. That mint. 

Long. That columbine. 

^rm. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue, 

Long. I must rather give it the rein, for it runs 
gainst Hector. 

Dum. Ay, and Hector's a greyhound. 

j4rm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten; 
sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried : 
when he breath'd, he was a man — But I will forward 
with my device: Sweet royalty, [(0 the Princess.] 
bestow on me the sense of hearing. 

[BiBON whispers Costabd. 

Prin. Speak, brave Hector; we are much de- 
lighted. 

Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace's slipper. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

[htm. He may not by the yard. 

Arm. Thin Hector fur surmounted Hannibal,~~ 

Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector, she is 
gone; she is two months on her way. 

jirm. What meanest thou ? 

Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, 
the poor wench is cast away : she's quick ; the child 
brags in her belly already; 'tis yours. 

Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among poten- 
tates ? thou shalt die. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipp'd, for Jaque- 
netta that is quick by him ; and hang'd, for Pompey 
that is dead by him. 

Dum. Most rare Pompey ! 

Boyci. Renowned Pompey ! 

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great 
Pompey ! Pompey the huge ! 

Dum. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov'd: — More Ates,' more 



. Pompey 
Ates; stir them on ! stir them onl 
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Dum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's 
belly than will sup a flea. 

Jtrm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 

Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern 
man;'' I'll slash; I'll do it by the sword: — I pray . 
you, let me borrow my arms again. 

Dum. Room for the incensed worthies. 

Cost. I'll do it in my shirt. 

Dum. Most resolute Pompey! 

Moth. Master, let me take you a button-hole 
lower. Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for the , 
combat ? What mean you f you will lose your repu- 
tation. 

j4rm. Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me; I will 
not combat in my shirt. 

Dum. You may not deny it; Pompey hath made i 
the challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron. What reason have you for't? 

yfrm. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt; 
I go woolward^ for penance. 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for 
want of linen : since when, I'll be sworn, he wore 
none, but a dish-clout of Jaquenetta's; and that] 
'a wears next his heart, for a favour. 



Enter Mercade. 

Mer. God save you, madam! 
Prin. Welcome, Mercade; 
But that thou interrupt' st our merriment, 

' JIforc Ales;] That U, more insligation. Ate wai tbe nil- . 
chievous goddess that iocited bloodshed. 

' tikt a northern man;] Vir Borealii, a down. 

' leoolKard — ] To go woolward was a phrase appropriated 

to pilgrims and peniteitLiariei. 
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H Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring, 
^ Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father — 

Prin. Dead, for my life. 

Mer. Even so; my tale is told. 

Biron. Worthies, away; the scene begins to 
cloud. 

j4rm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath : 

I have seen the day of wrong through the little hole 

of discretion, and I will right mystlf like a soldier. 

[fixewji/ IVorthies. 

King. How fares your majesty ? 

Prin. Boyet, prepare; I will away to-night. 

King. Madam, not so; I do beseech you, stay. 

Prin. Prepare, I say. — I thank you, gracious 
lords, 
For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat, 
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide, 
The liberal* opposition of our spirits: 
If over-boldly we liave borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath,* your gentleness 
Wasguiltyof it. — Farewell, worthy lord ! 
A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue: 
Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain'd. 

King. The extreme parts of time extremely 
form 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 
And often, at his very loose, decides" 
That which long process could not arbitrate: 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 



« — liirral — ] fra to excen. 

' In lie convene of br$alh,} Perhaps conTrrsc may, in ihis 
line, mean ialrrc/iangf. 

* And qftai, at bis very loose, dccidei, &c.] At kit very Utotr, 
may mean, at lie moment qf iu parting, i. e. of his gelling looar, 
or away from ui. 

H3 
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Forbid the smiling courtesy of love, 

The holy suit which fain it would convince ;' 

Yet, since love's argument was first on foot, 

Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it 

From what it purposM ; since, to wail friends lost. 

Is not by much so wholesome, profitable. 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Prin. I understand you not; my griefs are double. J 

Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of 1 

grief;— 

And by these badges understand the king. 

For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 

Play'd foul play with our oaths ; your beauty, . 

ladies, 
Hath much deform 'd us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents: 
And what in us hath seem'd ridiculous, — 
As love is full of unbefitting strains; 
All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 
Fonn'd by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye 
Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of forms. 
Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 
Which party-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes. 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities. 
Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults. 
Suggested us* to make: Therefore, ladies. 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false, 
By being once false for ever to be true 
To those that make us both, — fair ladies, you : 
And even that falsehood, in- itself a sin. 
Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 



^ ■akichfain it would cuavincf,] The words mkickfaM U 

■aoutd convinct, moan what it would wish to succeed in obtaining. 
" Suggested us — ] That is, tempted us. 
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Priti. We have receiv'd ytiur letters, full of love; 
Your favours, the embassadors of love; 
And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy. 
As bombast, and as lining to the time : 
But more devout than this, in our respects. 
Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. 

Dum. Our letters, madam, show'd much more 
than jest. 

Long. So did our looks. 

Ros. We did not quote them so. 

King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour. 
Grant us your loves. 

Prin. A time, methinks, too short 

To make a world-without-end bargain in ; 
No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much. 
Full of dear guiltiness; and, therefore this, — 
If for my love (as there is no such cause) 
You will do aught, this shall you do for me: 
Your oath 1 will not trust; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 
Remote from all tlie pleasures of the world ; 
There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning: 
If this austere insociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood; 
If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds,' 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love. 
But that it bear this trial, and last love;' 
Then, at the expiration of the year, 
Come challenge, challenge me by these deserts. 
And, by this virgin palm, now kissing thine, 
I will be thine; and, till that instant, shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house; 

'^^(wrf^Am weeds,] '-c, clothing. 

' — an'l latl love;) Means, if it continve to be love. 
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Raining the tears of lamentation. 
For the remembrance of my father's death. 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part ; 
Neither intitled in the other's heart. 

King. If this, or more than this, I would deny. 
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest, 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye ! 
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast. 

Biron. And what to me, my love ? and what to 
me? 

Ros. You must be pureed too, your sins are rank; 
You are attaint with faults and perjury; 
Therefore, if you my favour mean to get, 
A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest, 
But seek the weary beds of people sick. 

Dum. But what to me, my love? but what to me? 

Kath. A wife! — A beard, fair health, and ho- 
nesty ; 
With three-fold love I wish you all these three. 

Dum. O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife? 

Katfi. Not so, my lord; — a twelvemonth and a 
day 
I'll mark no words that smooth-fac'd wooei^ say : 
Come when the king doth to my lady come, 
Then, if I have much love, I'll give you some. 

Dum. I'll serve thee true and faithfully till then. 

Kath. Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn again. 

Long. What says Maria ? 

Mar. At the twelvemonth's end, 

I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

Long. I'll stay with patience ; but the time is long. 

Mar. The liker you ; few taller ore so young. 

Biron. Studies my lady ? mistress look on me. 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 
What humble suit attends thy answer there; 
Impose some service on me for thy love. 

Ros. Oh have I heard of you, my lord Biron^^^ 
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Before I saw you : and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts ; 
Which you on all estates will execute, 
That lie within the mercy of your wit: 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain ; 
And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 
(Without the which I am not to be won,) 
You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be, 
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit. 
To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of 
death i* 
It cannot be; it is impossible: 
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Ros. Why, that's the way to choke a gibing spirit. 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace, 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools; 
A jest's prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears, 
DeaTd with the clamours of their own dear groans. 
Will hear your idle scorns, continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 
But, if they will not, throw away that spirit. 
And I shall find you empty of that fault. 
Right joyful of your reformation. 

Biroji. A twelvemonth? well, befal what will 
befal, 
I'll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 

Prin. Ay, sweet my lord; and so I take my 
leave. [To the King. 

King: No, madam : we will bring you on your 
way. 

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play j 
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Jack hath not Jill : these ladies' courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 

King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and i 
day. 
And then 'twill end. 

Biron. That's too long for a play. 

Enter Ahmado. 

^rm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me, — 

Prin. Was not that Hector ? 

Dum, The worthy knight of Troy. 

^4rm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave: 
I am a votary ; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold 
the plough for her sweet love three years. But, 
most esteemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue 
that the two learned men have compiled, in praise of 
the owl and the cuckoo ? it should have followed in 
the end of our show. 

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so. 

Arm. Holla 1 approach. 

Enter Hoi^OFEBHiES, Nathaniel, Moth, Costakd, 
and others. 

This side is Hiems, winter; this Ver, the spring; 
the one maintain'd by the owl, the other by the 
cuckoo. Ver, begin. 

SONG. 

Spring. IVhen daisies pied, arid violets blue^ 
And lady-smocks all stiver-white. 
And cuckoo-buds^ of yellow kue. 
Do paint the meadows with delight^ 

* ^ cvckoo-budt — ] Cuckoo-buds must be wrong. 1 ha- 
Utvs cirwslip-lnids, the true reading, Farmir. 
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The cuckoo then, on every tree. 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he. 

Cuckoo; 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, — word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear I 

II. 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 
' And merry larks are ploughTnevLS clocks. 
When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws. 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks 
The cuckoo then, on every^ tree. 
Mocks married men, for thus-sings he. 

Cuckoo ; 
Cuckoo, cuckoo,'^0 word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear J 

III. 

Winter. When icicles hang by the wall. 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall. 

And milk comes frozen home in pail. 
When blood is nipped, and ways befoul. 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To^w/ioi 
TSi'whit, to-who, a merry note. 
While greasy Joan doth keel^ the pot. 

IV. 

When all aloud the wind doth blow. 
And coughing drowns the parsons saw,^ 

And birds sit brooding in the snow. 
And Marian's nose looks red and raw, 

I _. doth keel the potj] i. e. cod the pot. 

^ — — the pars(m*s saw,] Saw seems anciently to have meant, 
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fVken roasted crabs hiss in the bowl,^ 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To'who ; 
Tu-'whit, to^whoy a merry note. 
White greasy Joan doth heel the pot. 

Arm. The words of "Mercury are harsh after the 
songs of Apollo. You, that way ; we, this way. 

[Exeunt.^ 



not as at present^ a proveib^ a sentence, but the whole tenor of 
any instructive discouTBe. 

^ When roasted crabs, SfC.'\ i. e. the wild apples so called. The 
bowl must be supposed to be filled with ak; a toast and some 
spice and sugar being added, what is called Iambus uool is produced. 

^ In this ^y, which all the editors have concurred to censure, 
and some have rejected as unworthy of our poet, it must be con« 
fessed that there are many passages mean, childish, and vulgar; 
and some which ought not to have been exhibited, as we are told 
they were, to a maiden Queen. But there are scattered through 
the whole many sparks of genius; nor is there any play that has 
more evident marks of the band of Shakspeare. 
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•The MerchaKT of Vehice,] The reader will find a dU- 
tinct qiilome of the novels from wblch the story of ihia play is 
suppcwed to be taken. In the new edition of Shakspeare, 2i vols. 
8vo. 181IJ. Itsliould, however, be remembered, that if our poet 
was at all indebted to tbe Italian novelists, it must have been 
throtigb the medium of some old translation, which has hitherto 
escaped the researches of his most industrious editors. 

It appears from a passage in Stephen Gosson's Sciooi of Atnar, 
&c. \i79, that a play, comprehending thedistinct plots of Shak- 
Bpeare's Merchant of Vcnkt, had been exhibited long before he 
commenced a writer, viz. " The Jew shown at the Bull, repre- 
senting the greediness of worldly choosers, and the bloody minds 
of usurers."—" Tliese plays," says Gosson, (for he mentions others 
with it) " are goode and sweete plays," ice. It is therefore not 
impri^ble that Shakspeare new-wrote his piece, on ihe model al- 
ready mentioned, and that the elder performance, being inferior, 
was permitted to drop silently into oblivion. 

This play of Shak-tpeare had be«n exhibited before the year 
1^98, as appears from Meres's Wilt Treasury, where it b men- 
tioned with eleven more of our author's pieces. It was entered 
on tbe books of the Stationers' Company, July 2'2, in the samo 
yesr. It could not have been prmEed earlier, because it was not 
yet licensed. The old song of Crrnutaa the Joe o/' Venice, is 
published by Dr. Percy in the lirst volume of his Rtttquet of ap- 
dent English Poelry: and the ballad intituled. The murticroiu 
Lgte and terrible Death of lit rich Jnce iif Malta; and the tra- 
gedy on the same subject, were both entered on the Stalionen* 
books. May, 1^94. Stecvehs. 

TTie itOTy was taken from an old translation of The Getta Ro- 
manorum, first printed by Wynkyn de Worde. The book was 
very popular, and Shakspeare has closely copied some of the lan- 
guage.- an additional argument, if we wanted it, of his track of 
reading. Three vessels are enhibiled to a lady for her choiee — The 
first was made of pure gvid, well beset with precious stones tuith- 
o*t, and within full of dead men's bones; and thereupon was en- 
graven this poaie: Whosu chuseth me, thali find that he dticrvelh. 
The second vessel was made of fine silver, tilled with earth and 
worms; tbesuperscription was thus: fFhiMo chutc/h me, ahalljind 
that hii nalurr desireth. The third vessel was made of lead, fijU 
within of precious stones, and thereupon was insculpt this posie: 
Whwio tktueth me, shall find that God halh disposed Jor Aim.— The 
lady, after a comment upon each, chuses the leaden vessel. 

In a MS. of Lidgale, belonging to my very learned fiiend. Dr. 
Askew, I find a Tale of Two Merchants of Hgipt and of Baldad 
ti Gritis Romanurum. Leland, therefore, could not be the origi- 
aal author, as Bisbc^ TaiuKr suspected. He lived a century after 
Ltdgite. Paemih. 



The two principal incidents of this play are to be found «epa- 
rately in a collection of odd stories, which were very [wpularj at 
least 6ve hundred years ngo, under the title of data iioMonnrum. 
The finl, 0/ the Bund, is in eh. xlviii. of the copy which I cbuse 
to refer to, as the completest of any which I have yet seen. MS. 
Harl. n. 2270. A knight there borrows money of a merchant; 
upon condition of forfeiting ull ki>_flesA for n^n-payment. When 
the penalty is exacted before the judge, the knight't mstrctt, dis- 
guised, in thrma xiri S[ veslmcntis pictiotis indiita, conies into 
court, and, by permission of the judge, endeavours to mollify the 
merchant. She first oi&rs him his money, and then the double 
of it, &c. to all which his answer is — " Convrntiotiem mcom volo 
habrre, — Poella, cum hoc audisset, ait coram omnibus, Domine 
mi judex, da rectum judicium super his quae vobis dixero. — Voi 
Bcitis quod miles nunquam ae obligabat ad aliud per literam ntij 
quod mercator habeat potestatem cames ab ossibus scindere, tine 
taiiguiiiig tff'usionc, de quo nihil erat prolocutum. Slatim mittat 
manum in eum; si vero saiiguinem effuderit. Rex contra rum 
actionem Aabet. Mercator, cum hoc audissel, ait; date mihi pe- 
cuniam & omoem actionem ei remitto. Ait puella. Amen Sco 
tibi, nullum deuarium habefais — pone ei^o manum in ernn, ita ut 
■anguinem non effundas. Mercator vero videns se conliisimi ab- 
gcessit; & sic vita militis salvata est, & nullum deuarium dedit." 

The other incident, of' tie caskets, is in ch. xcis. of the aame 
collection. A king of Apulia sends his daughter to be married to 
the son of an emperor of Rome. Afler some adventures, (which 
are nothing to Uie present puipose,) she is brought before the em- 
peror, who says to her, " Puella, propter amorem tilii mei multa 
adversa sustinuiati. Tamen si digna fueris ut uxor ejus sis ci to 
probabo. Et fecit fieri tria vasa. Primum fiiit tie aura pari*' 
simo ic lapidibus pretiosis interius ex omni parte, & plenum 
ottibttS mortuorum: Sc exterius erat subscriptio; (Jui me elrgeril, 
IB »M invaiiet qaud meruit. Srcundcm vas erat de ar- 
gento pure & genamis pretiosis, plenum tena; & extetiua erat 
subscriptio : Qiu* me efegerit, m me invenieC qvud naltira appetit. 
Teetium vas de p/umAo plenum lapidibus pretiims interitu ^ 
gemmia nobilinimis ; Ut exterius erat subscriptio talis : (^ui me 
tlegrrit, in me invatiet quod dew disposuit, Ista tria ostendit 
puellx, & dixit, si unum es istis elegeris in quo commodum, 8c 
proficuum est, filium meum habebis. Si vero el^eris quod nee 
tibi nee aliis est commodum, ipsum non habebis." The young lady, 
after mature consideration of the vessels and their inscriptions, 
chuses the leaden, which being t^ned, and found to be fiill rf 
gold and precious stones, the emperor says -. " Bona puella, bene 
elegisti — ideo filium meum habebis." 

Rom this abstract of these two stories, I think it appears suffi- 
ciently plain that they are the rtmote originals of the two incident! 
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in llus play. That of the caskeU, Shakspeare mi^t take from the 
English Gesta Romanoruniy as Dr. Farmer has observed ; and that 
of' the band might come to him from the Pecorone; but upon the 
whole I am raUier inclined to suspect, that he has followed some 
hitherto unknovm novellist, who had saved him the trouble oi 
working up the two stories into one. Ttrwhitt. 

This comedy, I believe, was written in the beginning of the 
year 1598. Meres*s book was not published till the end of that 
year. Ma lone. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED.' 



Duke of Venice. 

Prince of Morocco, 7 c ■, , d -*■ 
n ■ ^ A f outtors to rortia, 

PriMce q/^ Arragon, J 

Antonio, the Merchant of Venice : 

Bassanio, his Friend. 

Salanio,* "i 

Salarino, > Friends to Antonio and Bassanio. 

Gratiano, ) 

Lorenzo, in love with Jessica. 

Shylock, a Jew : 

Tubal, a Jew, his Friend. 

Launcelot Gobbo, a Clown, Servant to Shylock. 

Old Gobbo, Father to Launcelot. 

Salerio,' a Messenger from Venice. 

Leonardo, Servant to Bassanio. 

Balthazar, } 



Stephano, 



■ Servants fo Portia. 



Portia, a rick Heiress. 
Nerissa, her Waiting-maid. 
Jessica, Daughter to Shylock. 

Magnificoes of Venice, Queers of the Court of "3 
tice. Jailer, Servants, and other Attendants. 

SCENE, partly at Venice, and partly at Belmont, 
the Seat of Portia, on the Continent. 

' In the old editioDB in quarto, for J. Roberts, 16OO, and in the 
old folio, 1623, there is no enumeration of the persons. It was 
first made by Mr. Rowe. Johnson. 

^ It is not easy to determine the orthography of this name. In 
the old editions the owner of it is called ialajuo, Salino, and 
Solaiiio. Steevens. 

* This character I have restored to the Personm Dramaiii. Ite 
name appears in the first folio : the description is taken from the 
quarto. Steevens. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. Venice. A Street. 

Enter Antonio, Salarino, and Salanio. 

Ant, In sooth, I know not why I am so sad ; 
It wearies me; you say, it wearies you; 
But how I caugnt it, found it, or came by it. 
What stuff 'tis made of, whereof it is bom, 
I am to learn ; 

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me. 
That I have much ado to know myself. 

Salar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 
There, where your argosies* with portly sail, — 
Like signiors and rich burghers of the nood. 
Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, — 
Do overpeer the petty traffickers. 
That curt'sy to them, do them reverence. 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

9 

' — — argosies — -] A name given in our author's time to ships 
of great burthen, probably galleons, such as the Spaniards now 
use in their West India trade. Johnson. 

In Ricaut's Maxims of Turkish PoUty, ch. xiv. it is said, 
" Those vast carracks called argosies, which are so much famed 
Ibr the vastness of their burthen and bulk, were corruptly so de- 
nominated from Ragosies,** i. e. ships of Ragusa, a city and ter- 
ritoiy on the gulf of Venice, tributary to the Porte. 
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Salan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth. 
The better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass,' to know where sits the wind; 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads; 
And every object, that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me sad. 

Salar. My wind, cooling my broth. 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What hann a wind too great might do at sea. 
1 should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 
But I should think of shallows and of flats; 
And see my wealthy Andrew^ dock'd in sand. 
Vailing her high-top' lower than her ribs. 
To kiss her burial. Should I go to church, 
And see the holy edifice of stone, 
And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks ? 
Which touching but my gentle vessel's side, 
Would scatter all her spices on the stream; 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks; 
And, in a word, but even now worth this. 
And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought 
To think on this; and shall I lack the thought, 
That such a thing, bechanc'd, would make me sad? 
But, tell not me; I know, Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandize. 

jint. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted. 
Nor to one place; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year: 
Therefore, my merchandize makes me not sad. 



' Plucking the grata, Sec] By holding up the giaat, or any i 
light body that will bend by a gentle blast, the direction of the* 1 
wind is found. 

* Aftdrcw — ] The name of the ship. 

' Vailing her higi-lop — '] \. e. lowering. 
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Salan. Why then you are in love. 
Ant. Fye, iye\ 

Salan. Not in love neither? Then let's say, you 
are sad, 
Because you are not merry : and 'twere as easy 
For you, to laugh, and leap, and say, you are merry, 
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed 

Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her lime; 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper; 
And other of such vinegar aspect. 
That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile, 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable, 

£n(er Bassasio, Lohenzo, onrf Gratiaxo. 

Salan. Here comes Bassanlo, your most noble 
kinsman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenzo: Fare you well; 
We leave you now with better company. 

Salar. 1 would have staid till I had made you 
merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Ant. Your worth is ver)' dear in my regard. 
I take it, your own business calls on you, 
And you embrace the occasion to depart.' 
Salar. Good morrow, my good lords. 
Baas. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh ? 
Say, when? 
You grow exceeding strange; Must it be so? 
Salar. We'll make our, leisures to attend on yours. 
[Ej:eunt Salarino and Salanio. 
Itor. My lord Bassanio, since you have found 
Antonio, 
We two will leave you ; but, at dinner time, 
I pray you. have in mind where we must meet. 
- m2 
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Bass. I will not fail you. 
Gra. You look not well, signior Antonio; 
You have too much respect upon the world : 
They lose it, that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvellously chang'd. 

yint. I hold the world but as the world, Gra- 
tiano ; 
A stage, where every man must play a part, 
And mine a sad one. 

Gra. Let me play the Fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come; 
And let my liver rather heat with wine. 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why should a man, whose blood is wann within, 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster? 
Sleep when he wakes? and creep into the jaun- 
dice 
By being peevish? I tell thee what, Antonio, — 
I love thee, and it is my love that speaks; — 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond; 
And do a wilful stillness entertain, 
With purpose to be dress'd in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit; 
As who should say, / am Sir Oracle, 
jfnd, when I ope my lips, let no dog hark ! 
O, my Antonio, I do know of these, 
That therefore only are reputed wise, 
For saying nothing ; who, I am very sure, 
If they should speak, would almost damn those ears, ] 
Which, hearing them, would call tlieir brothers, 

fools. 
I'll tell thee more of this another time : 
But fish not, with this melancholy bait, 
For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion, — 
Come, good Lorenzo: — Fare ye well, a while; 
I'll end my exhortation after dinner. 
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Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner- 
time: 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men, 
For Gratiano never lets me speak, 

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more. 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 

^nt. Farewell: I'll grow a talker for this gear. 

Gra. Thanks, i'faith; for silence is only com- 
mendable 
In a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendible. 
^Exeunt Gratiano and Lorenzo. 

jint. Is that any thing now ? 

Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than any man in all Venice: His reasons are 
as two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff; 
you shall seek all day ere you find them ; and, when 
you have them, they are not worth the search. 

Ant. Well; tell me now, what lady is this same 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage. 
That you to-day promis'd to tell me of? 

Bass. Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have disabled mine estate. 
By something showing a more swelling port* 
Than my faint means would grant continuance: 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd 
From such a noble rate; but my chief care 
Is, to come fairly off from the great debts, 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 
Hath left me gaged : To you, Antonio, 
I owe the most, in money, and in love; 
And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots, and purposes, 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

Ant. I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it; 

* ' a more rwrlling port, file] fort, in the present in- 

ttance, compreheuds tlie liiea of expeniive equipage, and external 
pomp of appearance. 
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And, if it stand, as you yourself still do, 
Within the eye of honour, be assur'd, 
My purse, my person, my extremest means, 
Lie all unlock'd to your occasions. 

Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one 
shaft, 
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight 
The self-same way, with more advised watch, 
To find the other forth ; and by advent'ring both, 
I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof. 
Because what follows is pure innocence. 
I owe you much; and, like a wilful youth. 
That which I owe is lost : but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both. 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 
And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 

^!ii. You know me well; and herein spend but 
time, 
To wind about my love with circumstance; 
And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong, 
In making question of my uttermost, 
Than if you had made waste of all I have: 
Then do but say to me what I should do. 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am prest unto it:* therefore, speak. 

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left. 
And she is fair, and, fairer than that word. 
Of wond'rous virtues; sometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages : 
Her name is Portia; nothing undervalued 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus' Portia. 
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 



" prest unto it.f Prett mw not here ugnity impreia'd, m 

into militaiy service, but ready, Pret, Ft. 
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For the four winds blow in from ever)' coast 
Renowned suitors: and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece; 
Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos' strand, 
And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

my Antonio, had I but the means 

To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift, 
That 1 should questionless be fortunate. 

^nt. Thou know'st, that all my fortunes are at 
sea; 
Nor have 1 money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefore go forth, 
Try what my credit can in Venice do; 
That shall be rack'd even to the uttermost, 
- To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia, 
Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 
Where money is ; and I no question make, 
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. .[£xi?«n/. 



SCENE 11. 
Belmont. ^ Room in Portia's House. 

Enter Portia and Nerjssa. 

Por. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is a- 
weary of lliis great world. 

A^er. You would be, sweet madam, if your mise- 
ries were in the same abundance as your good for- 
tunes arc : And yet, for aught 1 see, they are as 
sick, that surfeit with too much, as they that starve 
with nothing: It is no mean happiness therefore, 
to be seated in the mean ; superfluity comes sooner 
by white hairs, but competency lives longer. 

Por. Good sentences, and well pronounced. 

Ner. They would he better, if well followed. 
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For. If to do were as easy as to know what were 
good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor 
men's cottages, princes' palaces. It is a good di- 
vine that follows his own instructions : I can easier 
teach twenty what were good to be done, than be 
one of the twenty to follow mine own teaching. 
The brain may devise laws for the blood; but a hot 
temper leaps over a cold decree: such a hare is 
madness the youth, to skip o'er the meshes of good 
counsel the cripple. But this reasoning is not in 
the fashion to choose me a husband : — O me, the 
word choose ! I may neither choose whom I would, 
nor refuse whom I dislike; so is the will of a living 
daughter curb'd by the will of a dead father: — Is it 
not hard, Nerissa, that I cannot choose one, nor 
refuse none ? 

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous; and holy 
men, at their death, have good inspirations ; there- 
fore, the lottery, that he hath devised in these three 
chests, of gold, silver, and lead, (whereof who 
chooses his meaning, chooses you,) will, no doubt, 
never be chosen by any rightly, but one who you 
shall rightly love. But what warmth is there in your 
affection towards any of these princely suitors that 
are already come ? 

For. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou 
namest them, I will describe them; and, according 
to my description, level at my affection. 

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

For. Ay, that's a colt, indeed, for he doth no- 
thing but talk of his horse; and he makes it a great 
appropriation to his own good parts, that he can 
shoe him himself : I am much afraid, my lady his 
mother played false with a smith. 

Ner. Then, is there the county' Palatine. 

' w then the county Palatini. 1 County and i:cmnl t 

language were synonynKius. 



I 
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Por. He doth nothing but frown; as who should 
say, j4n if you will not have me, choose : he hears 
merry tales, and smiles not: I fear, he will prove 
the weeping philosopher when he grows old, being 
so full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I had 
rather be married to a death's head with a bone in 
his mouth, than to either of these. God defend 
me from these two ! 

Ner. How say you by the French lord, Monsieur 
LeBon? 

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pass 
for a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to be a 
mocker; But, he! why, he hath a horse better than 
the Neapolitan's; a better bad habit of frowning 
than the count Palatine : he is every man in no man : 
if a throstle sing, he falls straight a capering; he 
will fence with his own shadow : if I should marry 
him, 1 should marry twenty husbands: If he would 
despise me, I would forgive him ; for if he love me 
to madness, I shall never requite him. 

Ner. What say you then to Faulconbridge, the 
young baron of England ? 

Por. You know, I say nothing to him ; for he 
understands not me, nor I him: he hath neither 
Latin, French, nor Italian; and you will come into 
the court and swear, that I have a poor pennyworth 
in the English. He is a proper man's picture;* 
But, alas! who can converse with a dumb show? 
How oddly he is suited! I think, he bought his 
doublet in Italy, his round hose in France, his 
bonnet in Germany, and his behaviour every where. 

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, his 
neighbour i 

Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him , 
for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englishman, 



a proper man't ptctare;'^ Proper a handtome. 
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and swore he would pay him again, when he was 
able: I think, the Frenchman became his surety," 
and sealed under for another. 

Ner. How like you the young German, the duke 
of Saxony's nephew? 

Por, Very vilely in the morning, when he is 
sober; and most vilely in the afternoon, when he is 
drunk: when he is best, he is a little worse than a 
man; and when he is worst, he is little better than 
a beast : an the worst fall that ever fell, I hope, I 
shall make shift to go without him. 

Ner. If he should offer to choose, and choose the 
right casket, you should refuse to perform your 
father's will, if you should refuse to accept him. 

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray thee, 
set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrary 
casket: for, if the devil be within, and that temp- 
tation without, I know he will choose it. I will 
do any thing, Nerissa, ere I will be married to a 
spnnge. 

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of 
these lords; they have acquainted me with their de- 
terminations: which is indeed, to return to their 
home, and to trouble you with no more suit; unless 
you may be won by some other sort than your 
father's imposition, depending on the caskets. 

Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as 
chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the manner 
of my father's will : I am glad this parcel of wooers 
are so reasonable ; for there is not one among them 
but I dote on his very absence, and 1 pray God grant 
them a fair departure. 

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your father's 

* / timk, the Frmehnaii btcame hit suielif,'] Alluding to the 
constant assistance, or rather constant promises of assistance, that 
the French gave the Scots in their quarrels with the Engliah. 
The alliance is here hiimorooslv satirized. Wakburton. 
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timet 3 Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, that came 
hither in company of the Marquis of Montferrat ? 

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio; as I think., so 
was he called. 

Ner. True, madam ; he, of all the men that ever 
my foohsh eyes looked upon, was the hest deserving 
a fair lady. 

Por. I remember him well; and I remember him 
worthy of thy praise. — How now ! what news ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. The four strangers seek for you, madam, 
to take their leave : and there is a fore-runner come 
from a fifth, the prince of Morocco; who hrings 
word, the prince, his master, will be here to-night. 

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so 
good heart as I can bid the other four farewell, I 
should be glad of his approach : if he have the con- 
dition' of a saint, and the complexion of a devil, 
I had rather he should shrive me than wive me. 
Come, Nerissa. — Sirrah, go before. — Whiles we 
shut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks at 
the door. {^Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

Venice. A pullick Place. 

Enter Bassanio and Shtlock. 

Sky. Three thousand ducats, — well. 
Bass, ky, sir, for three months. 
Shif. For three months, — well. 
Bass. For the which, as I told you^ Antonio Bhotl 
be bound. 

' the condition—] i. c. tlie Wmper, qualitieg. 
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Shy. Antonio shall become bound, — well. 

Bass. May you stead me ? Will you pleasure me? 
Shall I know your answer ? 

Sky. Three thousand ducats, for three months, 
and Antonio bound. 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the 
contrary ? 

S/iy. Ho, no, no, no, no; — my meaning, in say- 
ing he is a good man, is to have you understand me, 
that he is sufficient : yet his means are in supposition : 
he hath an argosy bound to Tripolis, another to the 
Indies; I understand moreover upon the Rialto, he 

hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, 

and other ventures he hath, squander'd abroad: 
But ships are but boards, sailcws but men : there be 
land-rats, and water-rats, water- thieves, and land- 
thieves; I mean, pirates; and then, there is the 
peril of waters, winds, and rocks : The man is, not- 
withstanding, sufficient; — three thousand ducats; — 
I think, I may take his bond. 

Bass. Be assured you may. 

Sky. I will be assured, I may ; and, that I may 
be assured, t will bethink me: May I speak with 
Antonio? 

Bass. If it please you to dine with us. 

Shy. Yes, to smell pork; to eat of the habita- 
tion which your prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the 
devil into:'* I will buy with you, sell with you, talk 
with you, walk with you, and so following; but I 
will not eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with 

* tht habilalinmtluch yotir prophet, lAe Nazarile, conjured 

the devil inloj'i Perhaps there is no character through a]l Shak- 
speare. drawn with more spirit, and just discrimination, than 
Shylock's. His language, aliusions, and ideas, are every where 
to appropriate to a Jew, that Shylock might be exhibited for an 
exemplar of that peculiar people. Hen lev. 
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you. What news on the Rialto ? — Who is he conies 
here? 



Enter Antonio. 

Bass. This is signior Antonio. 

Shy. [^side.'] How like a fawning publican he 
looks! 
I hate him for he is a Christian : 
But more, for that, in low simphcity, 
He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails. 
Even there where merchants most do congregate. 
On me, my bargains, andmy well-won thrift, 
Which he calls interest : Cursed be my tribe, 
If I forgive him! 

Bass. Siiylock, do you hear ? 

Shy. I am debating of my present store; 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 
I cannot instantly raise up the gross 
Of full three thousand ducats: What of that ? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
Will furnish me : But soft; How many months 
Do you desire ? — Rest you fair, good signior ; 

[To Antonio. 
Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 

Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow, 
■By taking, nor by giving of excess. 
Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend,' 
I'll break a custom : — Is he yet possess'd,* 
How much you would ? 

' tie ripe wants of mv friead,'] JUpc monli arc wants come 

to Iht hright, wants that can liave no longer deby. 



' — -pottru'd,} i. e. a«]uain(ed, inlbrmed. 
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Shi/. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats, 

j4nt. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgot, — three months, you told me so. 

Well then, your bond; and, let me see, But 

hear you ; 
Methought, you said, you neither lend, nor borrow, 
Upon advantage. 

^nt. I do never use it. 

Shy. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban's sheep. 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf,) 
The third possessor; ay, he was the third. 

j4nl. And what of hiin ? did he take interest? 

Sky. No, not take interest; not, as you would 
say, 
Directly interest: mark what Jacob did. 
When Laban and himself were compromis'd. 
That all the eanlings' which were streak'd, and pied, 
Should fall as Jacob's hire; the ewes, being rank, 
In the end of autumn turned to the rams : 
And when the work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act. 
The skilful shepherd peel'd me certain wands, 
And, in the doing of the deed of kind," 
He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes ; 
Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time 
Fall party-colour'd lambs, and those were Jacob's. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest; 
And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 

uint. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob serv'^^ ' 
for; 
A thing not in his power to bring to pass, 
But sway'd, and fashion'd, by the hand of heaven. 
Was this inserted to make interest good? 
Or is your gold and silver, ewes and rams ? 

' Me eanlings — ] LamlM just drapt: from tan, eniti. 

" of kinil,] i.e. of nature. 
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Sky. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast : — 
But note me, signior. 

^nl. Mark you this, BassanJo, 

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose. 
An evil soul, producing holy witness, 
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart : 
O, what a goodly outside falshood hath ! 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — 'tis a good round 
sum. 
Three months from twelve, then let nie see the rate. 

j4nl. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden to you ? 

Sky. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft, 
In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my mouies, and my usances :' 
Still have I home it with a patient shrug; 
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe : 
You call me — misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 
And all for use of that which is mine own. 
Well then, it now appears, you need my help: 
Go to then ; you come to me, and you say, 
Shylock," we would have monies ; You say so ; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold; monies is your suit. 
What should I say to you? Should I not s.iy. 
Halk a dog Jiioney ? is it possible, 
A air can lend three thousand ducats f or 



''^^my unatK«i:] Ute and utaiice are both words anciently 
employ'd ^r umry, both in its favourable and unfavourable sense. 
But Mr. Ritson says, that Vet and usancr, mean nothing more 
than mltrttt; and the fortner word is still used by country people 
in the came sense, 

* Skt/tocki] Our aiitlior, as Dr. Farmer infomu me, took the 
name of hii Jew from an old pamphlet entitled: Caleti Shillocke, 
jtw PropJketie: or lie Jaocs prediction. London, printed for T P, 
(TTKimasPavyer.) No dale. Steeven*. 
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Shall I bend low, andi n a bondman's key, 
With 'bated breath, and whispering humbleness, 

Say this, 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last ; 
You spurn d me such a day ; another time 
You calCd me — dog ; and for these courtesies 
I'll lend you thus much monies. 

Ant. I am as like to call thee so again, 
To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends; (for when did friendship take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend ?)" 
But lend it rather to thine enemy ; 
Who if he break, thou may'st with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm ! 

I would be friends with you, and have your love. 
Forget the shames that you have stain'd me with, 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my monies, and you'll not hear me : 
This is kind I offer. 

Ant. This were kindness. 

Shy. This kindness will I show : — 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport, 
If you repay me not on such a day, 
In such a place, such sum, or sums, as are 
Express'd in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleasethme. 

* A breed for barren metal of his friend^l A breed, that \i fl 
rest money bred from the principal. By the epithet barren, the 
author would instruct us in the argument on which the advocaiei 
against usury went, which is ihia; that money is a torre/i thing, 
and cannot, like com and cattle, multiply ititelf. And to set off 
the absurdity of this kind of usury, he put breed and barren io 
opposition. Warburton. 
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yfnt. Content, in faith; I'll sea! to such a bond, 
And say, tliere is much kindness in the Jew, 

Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for me, 
I'll rather dwell in my necessity, 

j^ni. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it ; 
Within these two months, that's a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy. O father Abraham, what these Christians 
are; 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tellmetliis; 
If he should break his day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture? 
A pound of man's flesh, taken from a man, 
la not so estimable, profitable neither, 
As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say. 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendship : 
If he will take it, so; if not, adieu; 
And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 

j4nt. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond. 

Shy, Then meet me forthwith at the notary's; 
Give him direction for this merry bond. 
And I will go and purse the ducats straight; 
See to my house, left in the fearful guard' 
Of an unthrifty knave; and presently 
I will be with you. [£jr/(. 

yinl. Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

Tliis Hebrew will turn Christian; he grows kind. 

Bass, I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind. 

yint. Come on; in this there can be no dismay, 



My ships come home a month before the day. 



{Exeunt. 



' ■ left M the ksifiH guard, 5cc.] Featful guard, is a guard 
diat u not lo be truated, but gives cause of fear. Tojear was aii- 
Cieatly to girt ai well atjnl Icrrours. JotiRsON. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE /. Belmont. J Room in Portia's House. 

Flourish of Cornets. Enter the Prince of Morocco, 
and his Train; Portia, Nbrissa, and other of 
her jitlendants. 

Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion, 
The shadow'd livery of the burnish'd sun, ' 

To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the fairest creature northward bom. 
Where Phcebus' fire scarce thaws the icicles. 
And let us make incision for your love, 
To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine.' 
I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 
Hath fear'd the valiant;* by my love, I swear, 
The best-regarded virgins of our clime 
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue, 
Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

For. In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden's eyes : 
Besides, the lottery of my destiny i 

Bars me the right of voluntary choosing: | 

But, if my father had not scanted me. 
And hedg'd me by his wit, to yield myself 
His wife, who wins me by that mean I told you, 

" To prove jthosr blood is reildeit, kit, nr mme.} To undentaod 
bow the tawny prince, whose savage dignity ts very well Bupported, 
means lo recommend himself by this challenge, it raust be re- 
membered that rrd blood is a traditionaiy sign raf courage; thui 
Macbeth calls oiie of bis frighted soldiers, a lily-lixer'd boy; 
again, in this play, cuwards are said to haze liven as wAile om mm: 
.ind an efieminate and timorous man Is termed a milksop. 

' Ualh fear"d the valiant^'] i. e. terrify'd. To /car is often 
used by our old writers, in this sense. 
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ince, then stood as fair, 
jok'd on yet, 



I Yourself, renowned f 
As any comer I have 
For my affection, 

Mor. Even for that I thank you ; 

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets. 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar, — 
That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince, 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, — 
I would out-stare the sternest eyes tliat look. 
Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth. 
Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she bear. 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 
To win thee, lady: But, alas the while! 
If Hercules, and Lichas, play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So is Alcides beaten by his page ; 
And so may I, blind fortune leading me, 
Miss that which one unworthicr may attain, 
And die with grieving. 

Par. You must take your chance ; 

And either not attempt to choose at all. 
Or swear, before you choose, — if you choose wrong, 
Never to speak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage ; therefore be advis'd.* 

Mor. Nor will not; come, bring me unto my 
chance. 

Par. First, forward to the temple; after dinner 
Tour hazard shall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then! [^Cornets. 

To make me bless't, or cursed'st among men. 

\_Exeunt. 

• — ^ (ifr«/ure 4( advis'd.] Therefore benot precipilant; con- 
Mder well what you are (o do. Advii'd ii the word opposite to 
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SCENE II. 
Venice. j4 Street. 

Enter Launcelot Gobbo. I 

Laun. Certainly my conscience will serve me to 
run from this Jew, my master: The fiend is at 
mine elbow; and tempts me, saying to me, Gobbo, 
Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot, or good Gohbo^ 
or good Launcelot Gobbo, use your legs, take the 
start, run away : My conscience says, — 7io ; take 
heed honest Launcelot ; take heed, honest Gobbo; or, 
as aforesaid, honest Launcelot Gobbo ; do not run ; 
scorn running with thy keels: Well, the most cou- 
rageous fiend bids me pack; via! says the fiend; 
away! says the fienA, for the heavens; rouse up a 
brave mind, says the fiend, and run. Well, my 
conscience, hanging about the neck of my heart, 
says very wisely to me, — my honest friend Launce- 
lot, being an honest man's son, — or rather an honest 
woman's son ; — for, indeed, my father did some- 
thing smack, something grow to, he had a kind of 
taste; — well, my conscience says, Launcelot, budge 
not ; budge, says the fiend ; budge not, says my con- 
science: Conscience, say I, you counsel well; fiend, 
say I, you counsel well : to be ruled by my con- 
science, I should stay with the Jew my master, who, 
(God bless the mark!) is a kind of devil; and, to 
run away from the Jew, I should be ruled by the 
fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the devil him- 
self: Certainly, the Jew is the very devil incarna- 
tion ; and, in my conscience, my conscience is but 
a kind of hard conscience, to offer to counsel me to 
stay with the Jew : The fiend gives the more friendly 
counsel: I will run, fiend; my heels are at your | 
commandment, I will run. 
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Enter old Gobbo, ivith a Basket. 

Gob. Master, young man, you, I pray you; which 
is the way to master Jew's? 

Laun. [jlside.'] O heavens, this is my true be- 
gotten father! who, being more than saiid-blind, 
high-gravel blind, knows me not: — I will try con- 
clusions* with him. 

Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you, which 
is the way to master Jew's ? 

Laun. Turn up on your right hand, at the next 
turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your 
left; marry, at the very next turning, turn of no 
hand, but turn down indirectly to the Jew's house. 
Gob' By God's sonties, 'twill be a bard way to hit. 
Canyon tell me whether one Launcelot, that dwells 
with him, dwell with him, or no? 

Laun. Talk you of young master launcelot? — 
Mark me now; [aside^ now will I raise the wa- 
ters ; — Talk you of young master Launcelot ? 

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man's son; his 
father, though I say it, is an honest exceeding poor 
man, and, God be thanked, well to live. 

Laun, Well, let his father be what he will, we 
talk of young master Launcelot. 

Gob. Your worship's friend, and Launcelot, sir. 
Laun. But I pray you ergo, old man, ergo, I be- 
seech you ; Talk you of young master Launcelot ? 
Gob. Of Launcelot, an't please your mastership. 
Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot; talk not of mas- 
ter Launcelot, father ; for the young gentleman (ac- 
cording to fates and destinies, and such odd sayings, 
the sisters three, and such branches of learning,) is, 
indeed, deceased; or, as you would say, in plain 
terms, gone to heaven. 

' lr>' concluiions — ] To tri/ cuin-liuiotit ia to try experiments. 




134 MERCHANT OF VENICE. 

Gob. Marry, God forbid! the boy was the very 
staff of my age, my very prop. 

Laun. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post, 
a staff, or a prop? — Do you know me, father? 

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young gen- 
tleman: but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, (God 
rest Ills soul!) alive, or dead ? 

Laun. Do you not know me, father? 

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, I know you not. 

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you 
might fail of the knowing me: it is a wise father, 
that knows his own child. Well, old man, I will 
tell you news of your son: Give me your blessing: 
truth will come to light ; murder cannot be hid long, 
a man's son may; but, in the end, truth will out. 

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up; I am sure, you are 
not Launcelot, my boy. 

Laun. Pray you, let's have no more fooling about 
it, but give me your blessing; I am Launcelot, your 
boy that was, your son that is, your child that shall 
be. 

Gob. I cannot think, you are my son. 

Laun. I know not what I shall think of that: but 
I am Launcelot, the Jew's man; and, I am 3ure> 
Margery, your wife, is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed : I'll be sworn, | 
if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and 
blood. Lord worshipp'd might he be I what a beard 
hast thou got! thou hast got more hair on thy chin, | 
than Dobbin my thill-horse" has on his tail. I 

Laun. It should seem then, that Dobbin's tail I 
grows backward ; I am sure he had more hair on his I 
tail, than 1 have on my face, when I last saw him. 

Gob. Lord, how art thou changed ! How dost J 



mjf thill-horse — ] Tiill c 

>T w^gon. 



Jill, meam the sbafU of a I 
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thou and thy master agree? I have brought him a 
present ; How 'gree you now ? 

Latin. Weli, well ; but, for mine own part, as I 
have set up my rest to run away, so I will not rest 
till I have run some ground: my master's a very 
Jew; Give him a present! give him a halter: lam 
famish 'd in his service ; you may tell every finger I 
have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are come ; 
give me your present to one master Bassanio, wlio, 
indeed, gives rare new liveries; if I serve not him, I 
will run as far as God has any ground. — O rare for- 
tune' here comes the man; — to him, father; fori 
am a Jew, if I serve the Jew any longer. 



Enter Bassanio, with Leonardo, and other 

Followers. 

Bass. You may do so; — but let it be so hasted, 
that supper be ready at the farthest by five of the 
clock: See these letters deliver'd ; put the liveries to 
making ; and desire Gratiano to come anon to my 
lodging. [Ea^il a Servant. 

Laun. To him, father. 

Gob. God bless your worship! 

Bass. Gramercy; Would'st thou aiight with me? 

Gob. Here's my son, sir, a poor boy, 

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew's 
man ; that would, sir, as my father shall specify, 

Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would 
say, to serve 

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, I serve 
the Jew, and I have a desire, as my father shall spe- 
cify, 

Gob. His master and he, (saving your worship's 
reverence,) are scarce cater-cousins : 



Laun. To be brief, the 



verj- 



truth is, that the 



Jew having done me wrong, doth cause me, as my 



136 



MERCHANT OF VENICE. 



father, being I hope an old man, shall frutify untd 
you, 

Gob. I have here a dish of doves, that I wQuId 
bestow upon your worship; and my suit is, 

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to 
myself, as your worship shall know by this honest 
old man; and, though I say it, though old man, 
yet, poor man, my father. 

Bass. One speak for both ; — What would you ? 

Laun. Serve you, sir. 

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, sir. 

Bass. I know thee well, thou hast obtain'd thy suit: 
Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day, 
And hath preferr'd thee, if it be preferment. 
To leave a rich Jew's service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman. 

Laun. The old proverb is very welt parted between 
my master Shylock and you, sir; you have the grace 
of God, sir, and he hath enough. 

Bass. Thou speak'st it well : Go, father with thy 
son: — 
Take leave of thy old master, and enquire 
My lodging out: — give him a livery 

[To his Followers. 
More guarded' tlian his fellows': See it done, 

Laun. Father, in; — I cannot get a service, no; 
— I have ne'er a tongue in my head. — Well ; [Look- 
ing on his palm.^ if any man in Italy have a fairer 
table,*' which doth offer to swear upon a book. — I 
shall have good fortune ; Go to, here's a simple line 
of life! here's a small trifle of wives: Alas, fifteen'] 



' more guarded — ] i. e. more ornamented. 

« IVfll; if any man in Ualj/ iavf a Jairrr tablr,} Table is the 
palm of the band extended. Launcelot congratulates himself upon 
his dexterity and good fortune, and, in the height of his rapture, 
inspects his hand, and congratulates himself upon the felicities ia 
hiit^e. ' 
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wives is nothing; eleven widows, and nine maids, is 
a simple coming-in for one man: and then, to 
'scape drowning thrirc ; and to be in peril of my life 
with the edge of a feather-bed ;" — here are simple 
'scapes! Well, if fortune be a woman, she's a good 
wench for this gear. — Father, come ; I'll take my 
leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. 

'[Exeunt Launcelot and old GoBBO. 

Bass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this; 
These things being bought, and orderly bestow'd, 
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 
My best-esteem 'd acquaintance ; hie thee, go. 

Leon. My beat endeavours shall be done herein. 



Eitter Gratiano. 



Gra. Where is your master ? 



Leon. 

Gra. Signior Bassanio, 

Bast. Gratiano! 

Gra. I have a suit to you. 

Bass. 



Yonder, sir, he walks. 
[Exit Leonardo. 



You have obtain'd it. 
Gra. You must not deny me; I must go with 

you to Belmont. 
Bass. Why, then you must; — But hear thee, 
Gratiano ; 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice; — 
Parts, that become thee happily enough, 
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 
But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Something too liberal;' — pray thee, take pain 
To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit; lest, through thy wild behaviour, 

" III peril of mil life imth tie edge of' a feather-bed;1 A 

cant phra«e lo signify the danger of marrying. 

' ^imelking luo liberal:'\ i. e. gross, coarse, liceatiout. 
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I be misconstrued in the place I go to, 
And lose my hopes, 

Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me: 

If I do not put on a sober habit, 
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then. 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely; 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen; 
Use all the observance of civility, 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent* 
To please his grandam, never trust me more. 

Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing.^ 

Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night; you shall not gage 
me 
By what we do to-night. 

Bass. No, that were pity; 

I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpose merriment: But fare you well, 
I have some business. 

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo, and the rest; 
But we will visit you at supper-time. [^Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

The same. A Room in Shylock's House. 

Enter Jessica and Launcelot. 

Jes, I am sorry, thou wilt leave my father so; 
Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 
Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness: 
But fare thee well; there is a ducat for thee. 



* — lad oitent — ] Oilent is a word very commcHily used 
for liow among tlie old dramatick writers. 

* "■ your bearing.] Btaring Is carriage, dqtortxnent. 
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And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master's guest: 
Give him this letter; do it secretly, 
And so farewell ; I would not have my father 
See me talk with thee. 

Laun. Adieu! — tears exhibit thy tongue. — 
Most beautiful pagan, — most sweet Jew! If a Christ- 
ian do not play the knave, and get thee, I am much 
deceived: But, adieu! these foolish drops do some- 
what drown my manly spirit; adieu! \_Exit. 

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot. — 
Alack, what heinous sin is it in me, 
To be asham'd to be my father's child I 
But though I am a daughter to his blood, 
I am not to his manners: O Lorenzo, 
If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife ; 
Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. [Exit, 



SCENE IV. 

The same. A Street. 



Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salariko, and 
Salanio. 

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time; 
Disguise us at my lodging, and return 
All in an hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch- 
bearers. 

Salan. Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly order'd; 
And better, in my mind, not undertook. 

Lor. Tis now but four a-cloci,; we have two 
hours 
To furnish us: — 
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Enter Launcelot, with a letter. 

Friend Laiincelot, what's the news? 

Laun, An it shall please you to break' up this, it 
shall seem to signify. 

Lor. I know the hand: in faith, 'tis a fair hand; 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 
Is the fair hand that writ. 

Gra. Love-news, in faith. 

Laun. By your leave, sir. 

Lor. Whither goest thou ? 

Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew 
to sup to-night with my new master the Christian. 

Lor. Hold here, take this: — tell gentle Jessica, 
I will not fail her; — speak it privately; go. — 
Gentlemen, [Exit Launcelot. 

Will you prepare you for this masque to-night ? 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. 

Salar. Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it straight. 

Salan. And so will I. 

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano, 

At Gratiano's lodging some hour hence. 

Salar. 'Tis good we do so. 

[Exeunt Salak. and Salan. 

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica ? 

Lor. I must needs tell thee all : She hath directed, 
How I shall take her from her father's house; 
What gold, and jewels, she is ftimish'd with; 
What page's suit she hath in readiness. 
If e'er the Jew her father come to heaven. 
It will be for his gentle daughter's sake : 
And never dare misfortune cross her foot. 
Unless she do it under this excuse, — 
That she is issue to a faithless Jew. 
Come, go with me ; peruse this, as thou goest : 
Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE V. 

The same. Before Shylock's House. 

Enter Shylock and Launcelot. 

Sky. Well, thou shall see, thy eyes shall be thy 
judge, 
The difference of old Shylock and Bassania : — 
What, Jessica! — thou shalt not gormandize, 
As thou hast done with me; — What, Jessica! — 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ; — 
Why, Jessica, I say ! 

Laun. Why, Jessica! 

Shy. Who bids thee call ? I do not bid thee call. 

Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me, I could 
do nothing without bidding. 

jEnfer Jessica. 

Jes. Call you? What is your will ? 

Shy. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica; 
There are my keys: — But wherefore should I go? 
I am not bid for love; they flatter me i 
But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian.* — Jessica, my girl, 
Look, to my house: — I am right loath to go; 
There is some ill a brewing towards my rest, 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go; my young master 
doth expect your reproach. 

* tafetd upon 

The prodigal Christian.'] Shylock. forgets hit resolution. In a 
former scene he declares lie will rieither eat, drink, dot praii with 
Christians. Of this circumstance the poet was aware, and meant 
only to heighten ihe malignity of the character, by niaking him 
depart Irom his most settled resolve, fbr the prosecution of his re- 
venge. Stecvens. 
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Shi/. So do I his. 

Laun. And they have conspired together, — I will 
not say, you shall see a masque; but if you do, 
then it was not for nothing that my nose fell a 
bleeding on Black-Monday last,' at six. o'clock i'the 
morning, falling out that year on Ash-Wednesday 
was four year in the afternoon. 

Shy. What! are there masques? Hear you me, 
Jessica : 
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the 

drum. 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife. 
Clamber not you up to the casements then, 
Nor thrust your head into the publick street, 
To gaze on Christian fools with varnish 'd faces : 
But stop my house's ears, I mean my casements ; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. — By Jacob's staff, I swear, 
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night : 
But I will go. — Go you before me, sirrah ; 
Say, I will come. 

Laun. I will go before, sir. — 

Mistress, look out at window, for all this ; 
There will come a Christian by, 
Will be worth a Jewess' eye. [Exit Laun. 

Shy. What says that fool of Hagars offspring, 

ha ? 
Jes. His words were. Farewell, mistress; no- 
thing else. 

' thm it noJ not for nothing ikat my nou/ell a bifeding on 

Black-Monday laH,'] " Black -Mondo}/ is Eastcr-Mondav, and 
was so called on this occasion: in the 34ih of Edward III. (136o^ 
the 14th of April, and die morrow after Easiet'day, King Ed- 
ward, with hi^ host, lay before the city of Paris, which day was 
full of dark mist and hail, and so bitter cold, that many men 6ied 
on their horses' backs with the cold. Wherefore, unto thia day it 
bath been called the Blackt-Monday." Stowe, p. 2ti4 — (i. 

Gret. 
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Ski/. The patch" is kind enough ; but a huge 
feeder, 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat ; drones hive not with me ; 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow'd purse. — Well, Jessica, go in; 
Perhaps, I will return immediately ; 
Do, 83 I bid you. 

Shut doors after you : Fast bind, fast find; 
A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [^Exil. 

Jes. Farewell ; and if my fortune be not crost, 
I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exit. 



SCENE VI. 

The same. 



Enter Gratiano and Salarino, masqued. 

Gra. This is the pent-house, under which Lo- 
renzo 
Desir'd us to make stand. 

Salar. His hour is almost past. 

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Salar. O, ten times faster Venus' pigeons fly 
To seal love's bonds new made, than they are wont, 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited! 

Gra. That ever holds: Who riseth from a feast, 
With that keen appetite that he sits down ? 
Where is the horse that doth untread again 
His tedious measures with the unbated fire 
Tiiat he did pace them first ? All things that are. 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy'd. 

TAr patch—] A term for a fool. 
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How like a younker, or a prodigal, 
The scarfed bark' puts from her native bay, 
Hugg'd and embraced by the strumpet wind ! 
How like the prodigal doth she return ; 
With over-weather'd ribs, and ragged sails, 
Lean, rent, and beggar 'd by the strumpet wind ! 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Salar. Here comes Lorenzo ; — more of this here- 
after. 
Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for ray long 
abode; 
Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait; 
When you shall please to play the thieves for wives, 
I'll watch as long for you then. — Approach ; 
Here dwells my father Jew : — Ho ! who's with'm. 

£n/er Jessica above, in boy's clothes. 

Jes. Who are you ? Tel! me, for more certainty, 
Albeit I'll swear that I do know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes. Lorenzo, certain; and my love, indeed; 
For who love I so much ? And now who knows, 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 

Lor. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are witness that 
thou art. 

Jes. Here, catch this casket ; it is worth the pains. 
I am glad 'tis night, you do not look 6n me. 
For I am much asham'd of my exchange : 
But love is bhnd, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves commit ; ' 

For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer. 



- scarfed bark — ] i, e. the vCKsel decorated with flags. 
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Jes. What, must I hold a caudle to iny shames ? 
They in themselves, good sootii, are too too light. 
Why, 'tis an office of discovery, love; 
And I should be obscur'd. 

Lor, So are you, sweet. 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 
But come at once^ 

For the close night doth play the run-away, 
And we are staid for at Bassanio's feast. 

Jes. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with you straight. 
[j&riV, from above. 

Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 

Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily: 
For she is wise, if 1 can judge of her; 
And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true; 
And true she is, as she hath prov'd herself; 
And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true, 
Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 

Enter JesSICA, below. 

What, art thou come r — On, gentlemen, away ; 
Our masquing mates by this time for us stay. 

[Exit wi/A Jessica and Salarino. 

Enter Antonio. 

^nt. Who's there ? 

Gra. Signior Antonio ? 

^nt. Fye, fje, Gratiano ! where are all the rest } 
'Tis nine o'clock; our friends all stay for you: — 
No masque to-night; the wind is come about, 
Bassanio presently will go aboard: 
I have sent twenty out to seek for you. 

Gra. I am gladon't; I desire no more delight, 
Than to be under sail, and gone to-night. 

[Exeunt. 

VOL. in. O 
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SCENE vn. 

Belmont. A Room in Portia's House. 

Flourish of Cornets. Enter Portia, with the Prince 
of Morocco, and both their Trains. 

For. Go, draw aside the curtains, and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince : — 
Now make your choice. 

Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscription ' 
bears ; — 
Who chooseth me, .ihall gain what mang men desire. 
The second, silver, which this promise carries; — 
IVko chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves. 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt; — 
ffho chooseth me, must give and hazard all he hath, i 
How shall I know if I do choose the right ? 

Por. The one of them contains my picture, I 
prince ; 
If you choose that, then I am yours withal. 

Mor. Some god direct my judgment ! Let me se^ ] 
I will survey the inscriptions backag^n: 
What says this leaden casket ? 
IVho chooseth me, mu^it give and hazard all he hath. I 
Must give — For what ? for lead ? hazard for lead ? 
This casket threatens: Men, that hazard all. 
Do it in hope of fair advantages; 
A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross; 
I'll then nor give, nor hazard, aught for lead. 
What says the silver, with her virgin hue ? 
IVIio choftselh me, shall get as much as he deserves. 
As much as he deserves ? — Pause there, Morocco, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand ; 
If thou be" St rated by thy estimation. 
Thou dost deserve enough ; and yet enough 
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May not extend so far as to the lady ; 

Ana yet to be afeard of my deserving, 

Were but a weak, disabling of myself. 

As much as I deserve ! — Why, that's the lady : 

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray 'd no further, but chose here? — 

Let's see once more this saying grav'd in gold: 

tVko chooseth me, shall gain what many men desire. 

Why, that's the lady; all the world desires her: 

From the four comers of the earth they come, 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint. 

The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds 

Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now, 

For princes to come view fair Portia: 

The watry kingdom, whose ambitious head 

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To stop the foreign spirits; but they come, 

As o'er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 

Is't like, that lead contains her? 'T were damnation, 

To think so base a thought ; it were too gross 

To rib* her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think, in silver she's immur'd. 

Being ten times undervalued to try'd gold ? 

O sinftil thought! Never so rich a gem 

Was set in worse than gold. They have in England 

A coin, that bears the figure of an angel 

Stamped in gold; but that's insculp'd^upon: 

But here an angcl in a golden bed 

Lies all witiiin. — Deliver me the key; 

Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may ! 

• To rib—] i. e. inclose, as the ribs inclose the visrcra. 

' ' ■ insculp'd npiin ;] To umculp in to engrave. Tlie meaning 
u, that ibe figure of the angcl 'm raised or embossed on tlic coin, 
not engmved on it. 

o 2 
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Par. There, take it, prince, and if my form lie 
there. 
Then I am yours. [He unlocks the golden casket. 

Mor. O hell ! what have we here ? 
A carrion death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll ? I'll read the writing. 

^11 that glisters is not gold, 
Often have you heard that told: 
Many a man his life hath sold, 
But my outside to behold : 
Gilded tombs do worms infold. 
Had you been as wise as bold. 
Young in limbs, in judgment old, 
Your answer had not been inscroFd : 
Fare you well ; your suit is cold. 

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost : 
Then, farewell, heat; and, welcome, frost. — 
Portia, adieu ! 1 have too griev'd a heart 
To take a tedious leave: thus losers part. [£ari(. 

For. A gentle riddance: Draw the curtains,, 

go; 

TjCt all of his complexion choose me so. [£jreun^ 

SCENE VIII. 
Venice. ^ Street. 

Enter Salarino and Salanio. 

Salar. Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail ; 
With him is Gratiano gone along; 
And in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not. 

Salan. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the 
duke; 
Who went with him to search Bassanio's ship. 
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Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail : 
But there the duke was given to understand, 
That in a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica: 
Besides, Antonio certify'd the duke, 
They were not with fiassanio in his ship. 

Salan. I never heard a passion so confus'd, 
So strange, outrageous, and so variable, 
As the dog Jew did utter in the streets: 
My daughter ! — O my ducats ! — O 7ny daughter I 
fled with a Christian? — iny christian ducats.'^ 
Justice/ the law! my ducats, and my daughter! 
A sealed hag, two sealed bags of ducats. 
Of double ducats, stornfrom me by my daughter! 
And jewels', two stones, two rich and precious stones, 
Stotn by my daughter! — Justice! ^nd the girl! 
She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats ! 

Salar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying, — his stones, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Salan. Let good Antonio look he keep his day, 
Or he shall pay for this. 

Salar. Marry, wet! remember'd: 

I reason 'd with a Frenchman yesterday;' 
Who told me, — in the narrow seas, that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country, richly fraught: 
I thought upon Antonio, when he told me ; 
And wish'd in silence, that it were not his. 

Salan. You were best to tell Antonio what you 
hear ; 
Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 
I saw Bassanio and Antonio part : 
Bassanio told him, he would make some speed 
Of his return; he answer' d — Do not so. 



n yeslerdai/ i] i. e. I convcrMid. 
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Slubber not'' business Jor my sake, JBassanio, 

But stay the very riping of the time ; 

jindfor the Jew's bond, which he hath of me, 

Let it not enter in your mind of love: 

Be merry ; and employ your chtefest thoughts 

To courtship, and suck Jair ostents of love 

^s shall conveniently becomeyou there : 

And even there, his eye being big with tears, 

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him,* 

And with affection wondrous sensible 

He wrung Bassanio's hand, and so they parted. 

Salan. I think, he only loves the world for him. 
I pray thee, let us go, and find Iiim out. 
And quicken his embraced heaviness* 
With some delight or other. 

Satar. Do we so. \^Exeunl. 



SCENE IX. 

Belmont. A Room in Portia's House. 

Enter Nsbissa, with a Servant, 

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtaiu 
straight ; 
The prince of Arragon hath ta'en his oath, 
And comes to his election presently. 

* Slubber no* — ] To slubber is to do any thing carelessly, im- 
perfectly. 

' iind even there, kis eye being big ■a.iti lean, • 

Tamiag its face, ie put his hand behind hiin , &c.] So cuiiom 
an observer of nature was our author, and so minutely bad he 
traced the operation of the passions, that many passages of hii 
works might lumiKh hmts to paintere. It Ik indeed nnpriiiag 
that they do not study his pUys with this view. Id the passage 
before us, we have the outhne of a beautiful picture. Maloke. 

' embraced heaviiteu — ] The heaviness which he indulges, 

and is fond of. 
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Flourish of Cornets. Enter the Prince of Arragon, 
Portia, and their Trains. 

For. Behold, tliere stand tlie caskets, noble 
prince ; 
If you choose that wherein I am contain'd. 
Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz'd; 
But if you fail, without more speech, my lord, 
You must be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. I am enjoin'd by oath to observe three things: 
First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket 'twas I chose; next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly, 
If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 
Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

Por. To these injunctions every one doth swear, 
That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

Ar. And so have I address'd me :' Fortune now 
To my heart's hope ! — Gold, silver, and base lead. 
/Tftfl choosetk me, must give and hazard all he hath : 
You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard. 
What says the golden chest? ha! let me see: — 
ffko choosetk me, shall gain what many men desire. 
What many men dcaire. — ^That many may be meant 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show, 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach ; 
Which pries not to the interior, but, like the mart- 
let, 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Even in the force " and road of casualty. 
I will not choose what many men desire. 
Because I will not jump' with common spirits. 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 



' WnJ so iave J addresa'd me;'] To adiliai a to prepare. 
' —^ in the fortr — ] i, e. the power. 

' ' jamp — 3 i. e. agree with. 



152 MERCHANT OF VENICE. 

Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house; 

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 

fVho chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves^ 

And well said too; For who shall go about 

To cozen fortune, and be honourable 

Without the stamp of merit ! Let none presume 

To wear an undeserved dignity. 

O, that estates, degrees, and offices, 

Were not deriv'd corruptly ! and that clear honour 

Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer! 

How many then should cover, that stand bare ? 

How many be commanded, that command ? 

How much low peasantiy would then be glean 'd 

From the true seed of honour ?* and how much 

honour 
Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be new varnish 'd ? Well, but to my choice: 
If^ho chooseth me, shall gel as much as he deserves : 
I will assume desert; — Give me a key for this. 
And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 

Por. Too long a pause for that which you find 
there. 

^r. What's here? the portrait of a Winking 
idiot. 
Presenting me a schedule? I will read it. 
How much unlike art thou to Portia? 
How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings ? 
fVho chooseth me, shiill have as much as he deserves. 
Did I deserve no more than a fool's head ? 
Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better ? 

Por. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices, 
And of opposed natures. 



' How muck low peasanlTy vnndd then be glean'd 
From the true seed of honour?] The meaniog is. How muck 
mtanneu viould be found among the great, and kirw much grealnea 
among the mean , 
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Ar, What is here ? 

Thejire seven times tried this; 
Seven times tried that judgment is. 
That did never choose amiss: 
Some there lie, that shadows kiss; 
Such have but a shadow's bliss: 
There befools alive, Iwis^ 
Silver d o'er ; and so tvas this. 
Take ahat wife you will to bed, 
J will ever be your head: 
So begone, sir, you are sped. 

Still more fool I shall appear 

By the time I linger here: 

With one fool's head I came to woo, 

But I go away with two. — 

Sweet, adieu! I'll keep my oath. 

Patiently to bear iny wroth. 

[^Exeunt Arragon, and Train. 
For. Thus hath the candle sing'd the moth. 
O these deliberate fools ! when tliey do choose, 
They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 
Ner. Tlie ancient saying is no heresy ; — 
Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 
Par. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Where is my lady ? 

Pot. Here; what would my lord? 

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To signify the approaching of his lord : 
From whom he bringeth sensible regreets;' 

• /wis,] I know. JViitat, Gennan. 

' regreeUj] i. e. salutations. 
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To wit, besides commends, and courteous breath. 

Gifts of rich value; yet I have not seen 

So likely an embassador o( love: 

A day in April never came so sweet, , 

To show how costly summer was at hand, 

As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord. 

Por. No more, I pray thee; I am half afeard, 
Thou wilt say anon, he is some kin to thee, 
Thou spend'st such high-day wit in praising him. — 
Come, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid's post, that comes so mannerly. 

Net. Bassanio, lord love, if thy will it be ! 

\_Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. Venice. J Street. 

Enter Salanio and Salabinq. 

Salan. Now, what news on the Rialto ? 

Sahr. Why, yet it lives there uncheck'd, that 
Antonio hath a ship of rich lading wreck'd on the 
narrow seas; the Goodwins, I think they call the 
place ; a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where the 
carcases of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say, , 
if my gossip report be an honest woman of her ' 
word. 

Salan. I would she were as lying a gossip in that 
as ever knapp'd ginger, or made her neighbours be- 
lieve she wept for the death of a third husband : But 
it is true, — without any slips of prolixity, or cross- 
ing the plain high-way of talk, — that the good An- 
tonio, the honest Antonio, O that I had a title 

good enough to keep his name company! — 

Salar. Come, the full stop. 
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Halan. Ha, — what say'st thou? — Why the end 
is, he hath lost a ship. 

Salar. I would it might prove the end of his 
losses! 

Salan. Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil 
cross my prayer; for here he comes in the likeness 
of a Jew. — 

Enter Shy lock. 

How now, Shylock? what news among the mer- 
chants? 

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as 
you, of my daughter's flight. 

Salar. That's certain ; I, for my part, knew the 
tailor that made the wings she flew withal. 

Salan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the 
bird was fledg'd ; and then it is the complexion of 
them all to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damn'd for it. 

Salar. That's certain, if the devil may be her 
judge. 

Sky. My own flesii and blood to rebel ! 

Salan. Out upon it, old carrion! rebels it at 
these years? 

Sky. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood. 

Salar. There is more diflTcrcnce between thy flesh 
and hers, than between jet and ivory; more between 
your bloods, than there is between red wine and 
rhenish : — But tell us, do you hear whether Anto- 
nio have had any loss at sea or no ? 

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bank- 
rupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on 
the Rialto ; — a beggar that used to come so smug 
upon the mart ;^let him look to his bond : he was 
wont to call me usurer ; — let him look to his bond : 
he was wont to lend money for a Christian courtesy; 
— let him look to his bond. 




156 



MERCHANT OF VENICE. 



Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt 
not take liis flesh ; What's that good for ? 

Ski/. To bait fish witha! : if it will feed nothing 
else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me, 
and hindered me of half a million ; laughed at my 
losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, 
thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated 
mine enemies ; and what's his reason ? I am a Jew: 
Hath not a Jew eyes ? hath not a Jew hands, organs, 
dimensions, senses, atFections, passions ? fed with 
the same food, hart with the same weapons, sub- 
ject to the same diseases, healed by the same means, 
warmed and cooled by the same winter and summer, 
as a Christian is ? if you prick us, do we not bleed ? 
if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? if you poison 
us, do we not die ? and if you wrong us, shall we 
not revenge ? if we are like you in the rest, we 
will resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a Christ- 
ian, what is his humility ? revenge ; If a Christian 
wrong a Jew, what should his sufferance be by 
Christian example ? why, revenge. The villainy, 
you teach me, I will execute ; and it shall go hard, 
but I will better the instruction. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at hts 
house, and desires to speak with you both. 

Salar. We have been up and down to seek him. 



Enter Tubal. 

Salan. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third 
cannot be matched, unless the devil himself turn 
Jew. [Exeunt Salan. Salar. and Servant. 

Shi/. How now. Tubal, what news from Genoa ? 
hast thou found my daughter ? 
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7V(i. I often came where I did hear of her, but 
cannot find her. 

Sky. Why there, there, there, there! a diamond 
gone, cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort ! 
The curse never fell upon our nation till now; I 
never felt till now: — two thousand ducats in that; 
and other precious, precious jewels. — I would, my 
I daughter were dead at my foot, and the jewels in 
her ear; 'would she were hears'd at my foot, and 
the ducats in her coffin ! No news of them ? — Why, 
so: — and I know not what's spent in the search: 
Why, thou loss upon loss ! the thief gone with so 
much, and so much to find the thief; and no satis- 
faction, no revenge: nor no ill luck stirring but 
what lights o' my shoulders; no sighs, but o' my 
breathing; no tears, but o' my shedding. 

Tiifi. Yes, other men have ill luck too; Antonio, 
as I heard in Genoa, — 

Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck? 

"Dib. — hath an argosy cast away, coming from 
Tripolis. 

Sfa/, I thank God, I thank God : — Is it true ? is it 
trae? 

7\f£. I spoke with some of the sailors that es- 
caped the wreck. 

Sky. I thank thee, good Tubal;— Good news, 
good news : ha ! ha ? — Where ? in Genoa ! 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, 
one night, fourscore ducats. 

Sky. Thou stick'st a dagger in me: 1 shall 

never see my gold again : Foiu-score ducats at a sit- 
ting ! fourscore ducats ! 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio's creditors in 
my company to Venice, that swear he cannot choose 
but break. 

Shy. I am very glad of it: I'll plague him; I'll 
torture htm; I am glad of it. 
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Por. Kvi&y then : I am lock'd in one oi them ; 
If you do love me, you will find me out, — 
Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof. — 
Let musick sound, while he doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 
Fading in musick : that the comparison 
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the 

stream, 
And watVy death-bed for liim : He may win ; 
And what is musick then ? then musick is 
Even as the flourish when true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch: such it is, 
As are those dulcet sounds in break of day, 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear. 
And summon him to marriage. Now he goes. 
With no less presence,* but with much more 

love. 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice, 
The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, 
With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules ! 
Ljve thou, 1 live : — With much much more dismay 
I view the fi^t, than thou that mak'st the fray. 

Mustek, whilst Bassanio comments on the caskets to 
himself. 



1, Tell me, where is fancy^ tred. 
Or ra the heart, or in the head? 
How begot, hoto nourished? 

'WiUmlmrrwmtr,'} Wi\h die nae ^igmitf ^ miem 
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Reply. 

2. /( is engender' d in the eyes, 

H^tk gazing fed % and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies : 
Let us all ring fancy's knell ; 

ril begin it, Ding dong, tell. 

All. Ding, dong, bell. 

Bass. — So may the outward shows be least them- 
selves ; 
The world is still deceiv'd with ornament. 
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 
But, being season'd with a gracious voice," 
Obscures the show of evil ? In religion, 
What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it' with a text, ,• 

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament? 
There is no vice so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 
How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars; 
Who, inward search "d, have livers white as milk? 
And these assume but valour's excrement,^ 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 
And you shall see 'tis purchas'd by the weight; 
Which therein works a miracle in nature. 
Making tliem lightest that wear most of it : 
So are those crisped snaky golden locks. 
Which make such wanton gambols with the wind, 
Upon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head. 
The scull that bred them, in the sepulchre. 

* gracious voice,] Pleasing, winning &vour. 

' ■ apfitove 1/ — ] i. e. jtuUfy it. 

* — pu/OMr'« excremeul,] i.e. what a lillle Ligher is calkil 
ihe beard of Hercule*. 

VOL. III. P 
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Thus ornament is but the gulled shore" 

To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 

To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold. 

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee: 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 

'Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead. 

Which rather threat'nest, tlian dost promise aught. 

Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence, 

And here choose I ; Joy be the consequence ! 

Por. How all tlie other passions fleet to air. 
As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac'd despair. 
And shudd'ring fear and green-ey'd jealousy. 

love, be moderate, allay thy ecstacy. 

In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess; 

1 fuel too much thy blessing, make it less. 
For fear I surfeit! 

Bass. What find I here? 

{Opening the leaden casket. 
Fair Portia's counterfeit?' What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 
Seem they in motion? Here are sever'd lips, 
Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends i Here in her hairs 
The painter plays the spider; and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 
Faster than gnats in cobwebs: But her eyes, — 
How could he see to do them ? having made one, 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his. 



' the guilad shore — ] i. e. the treacherous shore. Sbak- 

speare in this insrance, as in coaay others, confounds the partici- 
ples. Guiled stands for giiiUng. 

' /'air Portio'i counterfeit?] Counterfeit, which is at present 
used only in a had sense, anciently signified a /ikenas, a retem- 
blance, without comprehending any idea of fraud. 
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And leave itself unfumish'd : Yet look., how far 
The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow 
In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance. — Here's the scroll, 
The continent and summary of my fortune. 

You that choose not by the view. 
Chance as fair, and choose as true.' 
Since this fortune falls to you. 
Be content, and seeh no new. 
If you be well pleas' d with this, 
Jijui hold your fortune for your i/m, 
TVrn you where your lady is, 
And claim her with a loving hiss. 

A gentle scroll ; — Fair lady, by yoxir leave ; 

[Kissing her. 
I come by note, to ^\e, and to receive. 
Like one of two contending in a prize. 
That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes. 
Hearing applause, and universal shout. 
Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no; 
So, thrice fair lady, standi, even so; 
As doubtfijt whether what I see be true, 
Until confirm'd, sign'd, ratified by you. 

Par. You see me, lord Bassanio, where I stand, 
Such as I am: though, for myself alone, 
I would not be ambitious in my wish> 
To wish myself much better; yet, for you, 
I would be trebled twenty times myself; 
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 
More rich ; 

That only to stand high on your account, 
I might in virtues, beauties, livings friends, 
Exceed account: but the full sum of me 
Ib sum of something; which, to term in gross. 
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Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpractis'd: 
Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
But she may learn ; and happier than this. 
She is not bred so dull but she can learn; 
Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed. 
As from her lord, her governor, her king. 
Myself, and what is mine, to you, and yours 
Is now converted : but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants. 
Queen o'er myself; and even now, but now, 
Ihis house, these servants, and this same myself, 
Are yours, my lord; I give them with this ring; 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away. 
Let it presage the ruin of your love, 
And be my vantage to eKclaim on you. 

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all word^ J 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins: 
And there is such confusion in my powers, 
As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude; 
Where every something, being blent together,'' 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 
Express'd, and not express'd: But when this ring J 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence; ' 
O, then be bold to say, BassanJo's dead. 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time. 
That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper. 
To cry, good joy; Good joy, my lord, and lady! 

Gra. My lord fiassanio, and my gentle lady, j| 
Iwish you all the joy that you can wish; 
For, lam sure, you can wish none from me:* 
And, when your honours mean to solemnize 

' bring bleat together,'] i. e. blmded. 

' you camniih none from me.-] That is, none away frw 

me; Qone that I shall lo!*e, if you gain it. 
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> The bargain of your faith, I dobesoecli you, 
Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bass. With all my heart, so thou ranst get a wife. 
Gra. I thank your lordship ; you have got me one. 
My eyes, my lord, can look asswift as yours: 
You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid; 
Youlov'd, I lov'd; for intermission* 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 
Your fortune stood upon the ca5kets there; 
And 8G did mine too, as the matter falls: 
For wooing here, until I sweat again; 
I And swearing, till my very roof was dry 
' With oaths of love; at last, — if promise last, — 
I I got a promise of this fair one here, 
I To have her love, provided that your fortune 
\ Achiev'd her mistress. 

Par, Is this true, Nerissa? 

Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd withal. 
Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ? 
Gra, Yes, 'faith, my lord. 
Baa. Our feast shall be much honour'd in your 

marriage. 
Gra. We'll play with them, the first boy for a 
thousand ducats. 

Ner. What, and stake down ? 

Gra. No ; we shall ne'er win at that sport, and 

stake down. 

But who comes here ? Lorenzo, and his infidel ? 
What, my old Venetian friend, Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Salerio. 

Bass. Lorenzo, and Salerio, welcome hither; 
If thai the youth of my new interest here 
Have power to bid you welcome: — By your leave, 

' — — far inlermission — ] lnUrviisiion is jmutr, Mlrnfmag 
tmt, dtlu]/. 
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I bid my very friends and countrymen. 
Sweet Portia, welcome. 

Por. So do I, my lord; 

They are entirely welcome. 

Lor. I thank your honour: — For my part, n^J 
lord. 
My purpose was not to have seen you here; 
But meeting with Salerio by the way. 
He did entreat me, past all saying nay, 
To come with him along. 

Sale. I did, my lord, 

And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio 
Commends him to you. [Gives Bassanio a letters 1 

Bass. Ere I ope his letter, 

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sale. Not sick, my lord, unless it bein mind; 
Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there 
Will show you his estate. 

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon' stranger; bid her we]*fl 
come. 
Your hand, Salerio; What's the news from Venice?^ 
How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 
1 know, he will be glad of our success; 
We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 

Sale. 'Would you had won the fleece that he hatlil 
lost! 

Por. There are some shrewd contents in yoa*l 
same paper. 
That steal the colour from Bassanio's cheek: 
Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world 
Could turn so much the constitution 
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse ?- 
With leave, Bassanio; I am half yourself, 
And I must freely have the half of any thing 
That this same paper brings you. 

Bass. O sweet Portia, 

Here are a few of the unpleasant' st words. 
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That ever blotted paper! Gentle lady, 

When I did first impart my love to you, 

I freely told you, all the wealth I had 

Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman ; 

And then I told you true: and yet, dear lady, 

Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 

How much I was a braggart: When I told you 

My state was nothing, I should then have told you 

That I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed, 

I have engag'd myself to a dear friend, 

Engag'd my friend to his mere enemy. 

To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady; 

The paper as the body* of my friend, 

And every word in it a gaping wound, 

Issuing life-blood. — But is it true, Salerio? 

Have all his ventures fail'd ? What, not one hit ? 

Trom Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 

From Lisbon, Barbar)', and India ? 

And not one vessel 'scape the dreadful touch 

Of merchant-marring rocks ? 

Sale. Not one, my lord. 

Besides, it should appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 
He would not take it : Never did I know 
A creature, that did bear the shape of man. 
So keen and greedy to confound a man: 
He plies the duke at morning, and at night; 
And doth impeach the freedom of the state. 
If they deny him justice: twenty merchants, 
The duke himself, and the magnificoes 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him; 
But none can drive him from tlie envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

Jes. When I was with him, I have heard him swear 

' Tie paptr as t/ie hodi/ — ] The expression is aomcwbat el- 
liptical: " The mper as the body," means — the paper resembles 
the body, U as the body. 
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To Tubal, andtoChus, his countrymen. 
That he would rather have Antonio's flesh. 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That he did owe him; and I know, my lord. 
If law, authority, and power deny not, 
It will go hard with poor Antonio. 

Par. Is it your dear friend, that is thus in trouble? 

Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man, 
The best condition 'd and unwearied spirit 
In doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears, 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

Por. What sum owes he the Jew ? 

Bass. For me, three thousand ducats. 

Por. What, no more? 

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond ; 
Double six thousand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend of this description 
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio's fault. 
First, go with me to church, and call me wife : 
A^ then away to Venice to yoiu- friend; 
For never shall you lie by Portia's side 
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over; 
Wh€|^^ is paid, bring your true friend along: 
My ihai^'Nerissa, and myself, mean time, 
Will liv« as maids and widows. Come, away ; 
For you shall hence upon your wedding-day: 
Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer;* 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. — 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bass. [Reads.] Sweet Bassanio, my ships have 
all miscarried, my creditors grow cruel; my estate is 
very law, my bond to the Jeiv is forfeit; and.since, 
in paying it, it is impossible I should live, all debts 



-cheer;] i. e. countenance. 
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are cleared between you and I, if I might but see 
youat my death: notwithstanding, use your pleasure: 
if your love do not persuade you to come, let not my 
letter. 

Por. O love, despatch all business, and be gone. 
Bats. Since I have your good leave to go away, 
I will make haste : but, till I come again. 
No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay, 

No rest be interposer 'twixt us twain. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

Venice, ji Street. 

Enter Shylock, Salanio, Antonio, and Gaoler. 

Shy. Gaoler, look to him; — ^Tell not me of 

mercy ; 

This is the fool that lent out money gratis ; — 
Gaoler, look to him. 

AtU. Hear me yet, good Shylock. 

Sky. I'll have my bond; speak not against my 
bond; 
I have sworn an oath, that I will have my bond: 
Thou call'dst me dog, before thou had'st a cause: 
But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs : 
The duke shall grant me justice. — I do wonder, 
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond' 
To come abroad with him at his request. 

Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak. 

Shy. I'll have my bond; I will not hear thee 
speak : 
I'll have my bond ; and therefore speak no more. 
I'll not be made a soft and dull-ey'd fool. 
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 



- id fond— 1 i. e, so foolUb. 
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To Christian intercessors. Follow not; i 

I'll have no speaking; I will have my bond. 

[Exit Shtiack. 

Salan. It is the most impenetrable cur. 
That ever kept with men. 

yfnl. Let him alone ; 

I'll follow him no more with bootless prayers. 
He seeks my life; his reason well I know; 
I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me ; 
Therefore he hates me. 

Saliin. I am sure, the duke 

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law; 
For the commodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be denied. 
Will much impeach thejusticeof the state; 
Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go : 
These griefs and losses have so 'bated me. 
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 

To-morrow to my bloody creditor. 

Well, gaoler, on ; — Pray God, Bassanio come 
To see me pay his debt, and then I care not ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 
Belmont, ji Room in Portia's House. 



Enter Portia, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica, arid 
Balthazar. 

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your presence. 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity ; which appears most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 
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But, if you knew to whom you show this honour) 
How true a gentleman you send relief, 
How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 
I know, you would be prouder of the work. 
Than customary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for doing good. 
Nor shall not now : for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together. 
Whose souls do bear an eijual yoke of love. 
There must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit; 
Which makes me think, that this Antonio, 
Being the bosom lover of my lord, 
Must needs be like my lord : If it be so, 
How little is the cost I have bestow'd. 
In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty ? 
Tliis comes too near the praising of myself; 
Therefore, no more of it; hear other things. — 
lrf)renzo, I commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my house. 
Until my lord's return: for mine own part, 
I have toward heaven breath'd a secret vow, 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 
Only attended by Nerissa here, 
Until her husband and my lord's return : 
There is a monastery two miles oft". 
And there we will abide. I do desire you. 
Not to deny this imposition ; 
The which my love, and some necessity, 
Now lays upon you. 

Lor. Madam, with all my heart; 

I shall obey you in all fair commands. 

Por. My people do already know my mind. 
And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of lord Bassanio and myself. 
I So fare vou well, till we shall meet again. 
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Lot. Fair thoughts, and happy hours, attend on 

you! 
Jes. I wish your ladyship all heart's content. 



Par. I thank 

pleas" 

To wish it back c 



you 



for 



your 
farey 



wish, and am well 
a well, Jessica. — 



1 on you: tare you V 

\E.xeunt Jessica and. Lorenzo. 
Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honest, true, 
So let me find thee still : Take this same letter, 
And use thou all the endeavour of a man. 
In speed to Padua ; see thou render this 
Into my cousin's hand, doctor Bellario; 
And, look, what notes and garments he doth give 

thee, 
Bring them, 1 pray thee, with imagin'd speed 
Unto the tranect,* to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venice : — waste no time in words. 
But get thee gone; I shall be there before thee. 

Balth. Madam, I go with all convenient speed. 

lExit. 

Por. Come on, Nerissa; I have work in hand. 
That you yet know not of: we'll see our husbands. 
Before they think of us. 

Ner. Shall they see us ? 

Por. They shall, Nerissa; but in such a habit. 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With what we lack. I'll hold thee any wager, 
When we are both accouter'd like young men, 
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two. 
And wear my dagger with the braver grace; 
And speak, between the change of man and boy, , 
With a reed voice ; and turn two mincing steps 

* Unio the tranect,! Th^ ^'^ copies concur in thia reading, 
which appears to be derived from tranare, and was probably a 
word current in the time of our author, though I can produce no 
eumple of it. Steepens. 
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Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays, 

Like a fine bragging youth : and tell quaint lies, 

How honourable ladies sought my love. 

Which I denying, they fell sick and died; 

1 could not do with all ; — then I'll repent 

And wish, for all that, that I had not kill'd them : 

And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell, j 

That men shall swear, I have discontinued school 

Above a twelvemonth : — I have within my mind 

A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks, 

Which I wilt practise. 

JVer. Why, shall we turn to men? 

Por. Fye ! what a question's that. 
If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ? 
But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park gate; and therefore haste away, 
For we must measure twenty miles to-day. 



SCENE V. 
The saute. A Garden. 

Enter Launcblot and Jessica. 

Laun. Yes, truly: — for, look you, tlie sins of the 
father are to be laid upon the children; therefore, 
I promise you, I fear you.* I was always plain with 
you, and so now I speak my agitation of the matter: 
Therefore, be of good cheer; for, truly, I think, 
you aredamn'd. There is but one hope in it that 
can do you any good; and that is but a kind of 
bastard hope neither. 

Jes. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 



* '^— I promite gou, Ifcaryoa.] i 
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Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your 
father got you not, that you are not the Jew's 
daughter. 

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed ; 
so the sins of my mother should be visited upon me. 

Laun. Truly then I fear you are damn'd both by 
father and mother: thus when I shun Scyila, your 
father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother: well, 
you are gone both ways. 

Jes. I shall be saved by my husband; he hath 
made me a Christian. 

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he: we were 
Christians enough before; e'en as many as could 
well live, one by another: This making of Chris- 
tians will raise the price of hogs; if we grow all to 
be pork-eaters, we shall not sliortly have a rasher on 
the coals for money. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Jes. I'll tell my husband, Launcelot, what you 
8ay; here he comes. 

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Laun- 
celot, if you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo ; Laun- 
celot and 1 are out; he tells me flatly, there is no 
mercy for me in heaven, because I am a Jew's 
daughter: and he says, you are no good member of 
the commonwealth; for, in converting Jews to 
Christians, you raise the price of pork. 

Lor. I shall answer that better to the common- 
wealth, than you can the getting up of the negro's 
belly; the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot. 

Laun. It is much, that the Moor should be more 
than reason: but if she be less than an honest 
woman, she is, indeed, more than I took her for. 

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word I 
I think, the best grace of wit will shortly turn into 
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silence; and discourse grow commendable in none 
only but parrots. — Go in, sirrah ; bid them prepare 
for dinner. 

Laun. That is done, sir; they have all stomachs. 

Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are you ! 
then bid them prepare dinner. 

Laun. That is done too, sir; only, cover is the 
word. 

Lor. Will you cover then, sir? 

Laun. Not so, sir, neither; I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion! Wilt 
thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in an instant? 
I pray thee, understand a plain man in his plain 
meaning: go to thy fellows; bid them cover the 
table, serve in the meat, and we will come in to 
dinner. 

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in; 
for the meat, sir, it shall be covered; for your 
coming in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humour* 
and conceits shall govern. ^Exit Launcelot. 

Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are suited! 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; And I do know 
A many fools, that stand in better place, 
Garnish'd like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. How cheer' st thou, Jessica? 
And now, good sweet, say tliy opinion. 
How dost thou tike the lord Bassanio's wife ? 

Jes. Past all expressing: It is veiy meet, 
The lord Bassanio live an upright life; 
For, having such a blessing in his lady. 
He finds the joys of heaven here on earth ; 
And, if on earth he do not mean it, it 
Is reason he should never come to heaven. 
Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women. 
And Portia one, there must be something else 
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Pawn'd with the other ; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Even such a husband 

Hast thou of me, as she is for a wife. 

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 

Lor. I will anon; first, let us go to dinner. 

Jes. Nay, let me praise you, while I have a stomach. 

Lot. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk; 
Then, howsoe'er thou speak'st, 'mong other things 
I shall digest it. 

Jes. Well, I'll set you forth. [Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. Venice. ^ Court of Justice. 

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes; Antonio, Ba8- j 

8ANI0, Gratiano, Salarino, Salanio, and \ 

others. 

Duke. What, is Antonio here ? 

j4nt. Ready, so please your grace. 

Duke. I am sorry for thee ; thou art come to \ 
answer 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

^nt. \ have heard. 

Your grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course; but since he stands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy's reach,' I do oppose 
My patience to his fury; and am arm'd 
To suffer, with a quietness of spirit. 
The very tyranny and rage of his. 
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Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the court. 
Salan. He's ready at the door: he comes, my 
lord. 



I 



Enter Shylock. 

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our 
face. — 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, 
That thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act : and then, 'tis thought, 
Thou'lt show thy mercy, and remorse,^ more 

strange 
Than is thy strange apparent^ cruelty: 
And where* thou now exact' st the penalty, 
(Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flesh,) 
Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture, 
But touch'd with human gentleness and love. 
Forgive a moiety of the principal; 
Glancing an eye of pity on his losses, 
That have of late so huddled on his back ; 
Enough to press a royal merchant down. 
And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint. 
From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train'd 
To offices of tender courtesy. 
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

5/iy. I have possess'd your grace of what I pur- 
pose; 
And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn. 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 
If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city's freedom. 
You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have 



' remorte,-] i.e. pity. 

' apparent ■ — ] That is, Kerning ; 

^ jcicrc — ] Fotwhercai. 
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A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 

Three thousand ducats : I'll not answer that; 

But, say, it is my humour; Is it answer'd ? 

What if my house be troubled with a rat, 

And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats 

To have it baned ? What, are you answer'd yet ? 

Some men there are, love not a gaping pig; 

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat; 

And others, when the bag-pipe sings i' the nose, 

Cannot contain their urine; For affection, 

Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood 

Of what it Ukes, or loaths: Now, for your answer: 

As there is no firm reason to be render'd, 

Why lie cannot abide a gaping pig ; 

Why he, a harmless necessary cat; 

Why he, a swollen bag-pipe ; but of force 

Must yield to such inevitable shame. 

As to offend, himself being offended ; 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not. 

More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loathing, 

I bear Antonio, that I follow thus i 

A losing suit against him. Are you answer'd ? 

Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, 
To excuse the current of thy cruelty. 

Skij. I am not bound to please thee with my an- 
swer. 

Bass. Do all men kill the things they do not love? 

Shy- Hates any man the thing he would not kill? 

Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. 

Shy, What, would'st thou have a serpent sting 
thee twice ? 

,4nt. I pray you, think you question' with the 
Jew: 
You may as well go stand upon the beach. 
And bid the main flood bate his usual height; 



- you question — ] To question is lo converse. 
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You 



may a 



1 use questi 



:ion with the wolf. 



Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 



You 



may 



as well forbid the mountain pines 



I 



To wag their high tops, and to make no noise, 
When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven; 
You may as well do any thing most hard, 
As seek to soften that (than which what's harder?) 
His Jewish heart: — ^Therefore, I do beseech you. 
Make no more offers, use no further means, 
But, with all brief and plain conveniency, 
Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will, 

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 

Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat, 
I would not draw them, 1 would have my bond. 

Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, rcnd'ring 
none? 

Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no 
wrong ? 
You have among you many a purchas'd slave," 
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules, 
You use in abject and in slavish parts, 
Because you bought them : — Shall I say to you. 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs? 
Why sweat they under burdens? let tlieir beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be season'd with such viands? You will answer. 
The slaves are ours : — So do I answer you : 
The pound of flesh, whicli I demand of him. 
Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it: 
If you deny me, fye upon your law I 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice: 



' mm^ a purchat'd slaie,'] This argunoent, considered as 

iwed to the pariicular persons, seems conclusive. 1 «e not how 
Venetians or Engllstmien, while ihey practite the purchase and 
bIc of slaves, can much enforce or demand the bw of doing to 
iitktn Af ue nwdd thatiia/ ihouid do to ui. Johnson. 
a2 
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I stand for judgment: answer; shall I have it? 

Duke. Upon my power, I may dismiss this court. 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor, 
Whom I have sent lor to determine this, 
Come here to-day. 

Salar. My lord, here stays without 

A messenger with letters from the doctor. 
New come from Padua. 

Ihike. Bring us the letters; Call the messenger. 

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio! What, man? cou- 
rage yet ! 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all. 
Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted wether of the flock, 
Meeteat for death ; the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me: 
You cannot better be employ'd, Bassanio, 
Than to live still, and write mine epitaph. 



Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer's clerk. 

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 
Ner. From both, my lord; Bellario greets your 
grace. [^Presents a letter. 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly ? 
Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt 

there. 
Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh 
Jew, 
Thou mak'st thy knife keen : but no metal can, 
No, not the hangman's ax, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Sky. No, none that thou hast wit enough to 

make. 
Gra. O, be thou damn'd, inexorable dog I 
And for thy life let justice be accus'd. 
Thou almost mak'st me waver in my faith. 



I 
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To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of men: thy currish spirit. 
Govern 'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human slaughter. 
Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet, 
And, whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallow'd dam, 
Infus'd itself in thee; for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous. 

Sky. Till thou can'st rail the seal from off my 
bond. 
Thou but offend'st thy lungs to speak so loud : 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. — I stand here for law. 

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court; — 
Where is he ? 

Ner. He attendeth here hard by. 

To know your answer, whether you'll admit him. 

Duke. With all my heart: — some three or four of 
you. 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place. — 
Meantime, the court shall hear Bellario's letter. 

[Clerk reads.^ Your grace shall understand, that, 
at the receipt of your letter, I am very sick : but in 
the instant that your messenger caine, in loving visi- 
tation was with me a young doctor of Rome, his 
name is Balthasar: I acquainted him with the cause 
in controversy between the Jew and jintonio the mer- 
chant: we turned o'er many boohs together: he is 

fumishtd with my opinion ; which, bettered with his 
own learning, (the greatness whereo/ 1 cannot enough 
commend,) comes with him, at my importunity, to 

Jill up your grace's request in my stead. I beseech 
you, let his lack of years be no impediment to let him 
lack a reverend estimation ; for I never knew so young 
a body with so old a head. I leave him to your gra- 
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cioiu acceptance, whose trial shall better publish kU 
mdation. 



Duke. You hear the leam*d Bellario, what be 
writes: 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come. — 



Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws. 

Give me your hand: Came jou from old Bellario? 

Por. I did, my lord. 

Duke. You are welcome : take your place. 

Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this present question in the court ? 

Por. I am informed throughly of the cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew? 

Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 

Por, Is your name Shylock ? 

Shy. Shylock is my name. 

Por. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow; 
Yet in such a rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you,' as yoii do proceed. — 
You stand within his danger,* do you not ? 

[7b Antonio. 

j4nt. Ay, so he says. i 

Por. Do you confess the bond} 

j4nt. I do. 

Por. Then must the Jew be merdfiil. 

5Ay. On what compulsion must I ? tell me that. 

Por. The quality of mercy is not strain'd; 
It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath: it is twice bless'd; 
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes: 

) Ccmaot impugn y(«,] To injmgii, is to oppose, to cocitn^ 
vert. 
* Fov stand withia his danger,] i. e. within his reach or axi- 
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Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes 

The throned monarcli better than his crown : 

His scepter shows the force of temporal power, 

The attribute to awe and majesty, 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of lungs; 

But mercy is above this scepter'd sway, 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings. 

It is an attribute to God himself; 

And earthly power doth then show hkest God's, 

When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 

Though justice be thy plea, consider this, — 

That, in the course of justice, none of us 

Should see salvation:" we do pray for mercy; 

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 

The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much. 

To mitigate the justice of thy plea; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 

Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law. 
The penalty and forifeit of my bond. 

Por. Is he not able to discharge the money ? 

Bass. Yes, here I tender it tor him in the court; 
Yea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice, 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er. 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart : 
If this will not sufhce, it must appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I beseech you, 
Wrest once the law to your authority: 
To do a great right, do a little wrong; 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

Por. It must not be; there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established : 
'Twill be recorded for a precedent; 



• — — n (A* count ofjwtiee, tumt of at 
Sioyld ser uhalion :} Portia referring the Jrw to the Cbriit- 
lan (locliine of salvation, and tife Lord's Prayer, is a little out uf 
character. Blackstohe. 




184 



MERCHANT OF VENICE. 



And many an error, by the same example. 
Will nish into the state : it cannot be. 

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a Da- 
niel 1 
O wise young judge, how do I honour thee ! 

Por. I pray you, let me look, upon the bond. 

Shy. Here 'tis, most reverend doctor, here it is. 

Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy money offo'd 
thee. 

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven : 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul? 
No, not for Venice. 

Por. Why, this bond is forfeit ; 

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant's heart : — Be merciful ; 
Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour. — 
It doth appear, you are a worthy judge; 
You know the law, your exposition 
Hath been most sound : I cliarge you by the law. 
Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me: I stay here on my bond. 

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To g^ve the judgment. 

Por. Why then, thus it is. 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife: 

Shy. O noble judge! O excellent young man! 

Por. For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy. 'Tis very true: O wise and upright judge! 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks! 

Por. Therefore, lay bare your bosom. 

Shy. Ay, his breast : 
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So says the bond; — Doth it not, noble judge f — 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

Por, It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh 
The flesh ? 

Shy. I have them ready. 

Por. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your 
charge, 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 

Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond? 

Por. It is not so express 'd; But what of that? 
"Twere good you do so much for charity. 

Shy. I cannot find it; 'tis not in the bond. 

Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say ? 

Ant. But little; I am arm'd, and well prepar'd. — 
Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fare you well ! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 
For herein fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom : it is still her use, 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow. 
An age of poverty; from which lingering penance 
Of such a misery doth she cut me off, 
Commend me to your honourable wife: 
Tell her the process of Antonio's end. 
Say, how I lov'd you, speak me fair in death; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether B.-issanio had not once a love. 
Repent not you that you shall lose your friend. 
And he repents not that he pays your debt; 
For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
I'll pay it instantly with alt my heart. 

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife. 
Which is as dear to me as life itself; 
But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 
Are not with me esteem 'd above thy life: 
I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them a" 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 
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For. Your wife would giveyou little thanks forthat, 
If she were by, to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love; 
I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. 

Ner. 'Tis well you offer it behind her back; 
The wish would make else an unquiet house. 

Shy. These be the Christian husbands : 1 have a 
daughter; 
'Would, any of the stock of Barrabas 
Had been her husband, rather than a Christian I 

[Aside. 
We trifle time ; I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

Por. Apound of that same merchant'sflesh is thine; 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Shy. Most rightful judge! 

Por. And you must cut this flesh from off hi» 
breast ; 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

Sky. Most learned judge! — A sentence; come, 
prepare. 

Por. Tarry a little ; — there is something else. — 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood; 
The words expressly are, a pound of flesh : 
Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of fleshi 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 

Gra. O upright judge ! — Mark, Jew; — Gleamed 
judge! 

Shy. Is that the law? 

Por. Thyself shall see the act: 

For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd. 
Thou shalt have justice, more than thoudesir'st. 

Gra. O learned judge ! — Mark, Jew; — a learned 
judge! 



MERCHANT OF VENICE. 



187 



Shf- I take this offer then ; — pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Christian go. 

Bass. Here is the money. 

Por. Soft; 
The Jew shall have all justice; — soft! — no haste; — 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. OJew! an upright judge, a learned judge ! 

Por. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 
Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more, 
But just a pound of flesh: if thou tak'st more. 
Or less, than a just pound, — be it but so much 
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance, 
Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple ; nay, if the scale do turn 
But in the estimation of a hair, — 
Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate. 

Gia. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew) 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Por. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy for- 
feiture. 

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Por. He hath refus'd it in the open court i 
He shall have merely justice, and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel, still say I; a second Daniel I — 
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal ? 

Por. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture 
To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Sky. Why then the devil give him good of it! 
I'll stay no longer question. 

Por. Tarry, Jew; 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice, — 
If it be prov'd against an alien, 
Tliat by direct, or indirect attempts. 
He seek the life of any citizen. 
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The party, 'gainst the which he doth contrive. 

Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half 

Comes to the privy coffer of the state ; 

And the offender's life lies in the mercy 

Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice. 

In which predicament, I say, thou stand' st; 

For it appears by manifest proceeding, 

That, indirectly, and directly too. 

Thou hast contriv'd against the very life 

Of the defendant; and thou hast incurr'd i 

The danger formerly by me rehears'd. 

Do%vn, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 

Gra. Beg, that thou may'st have leave to hang 
thyself: 
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, 
Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 
Therefore, thou must be hang'd at the state's charge. 

Duke. That thou shalt see the difference of our 
spirit, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it: 
For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's; 
The other half comes to the general state, 
Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 

Par. Ay, for the state;' not for Antonio. 

Sky. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that : 
You take my house, when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house; you take my life. 
When you do take the means whereby I live, 

Por. What mercy can you render him, Antonio? 

Gra. A halter gratis; nothing else; for God's sake. 

j^nt. So please my lord the duke, and all the court. 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods ; 
I am content, so he will let me have 
The other half in use, — to render it. 



' Ay.fortketlate; i-c.] That u, the state's 
commuted for a fine, but not Antoaio'a. Malo» 
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Upon his death, unto the gentleman 

That lately stole his daughter: 

Two things provided more, — ^That, for this favour, 

He presently become a Christian ; 

The other, that he do record a gift. 

Here in the court, of all he dies possess'd. 

Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 

Duhe. He shall do this; or else I do recant 
The pardon, that I late pronounced here. 

Pot. Art thou contented, Jew, what dost thou 
say? 

Sky. I am content. 

Par. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Sky. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence ; 
I am not well ; send the deed after me, 
And I will sign it. 

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it. 

Gra. In christening thou shalt have two god- 
fathers ; 
Had I been judge, thou should' st have had ten more,* 
To bring tliee to the gallows, not the font. 

[£xT( Shvlock. 

Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner. 

Por. I humbly do desire your g^race of pardon ; 
I must away this night toward Padua, 
And it is meet, I presently set forth. 

Duke. I am sorry, that your leisure serves you not. 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman; 
For, in my mind, you are much bound to him, 

\_Exerint Duke, Magnificoes, and Train. 

Bass. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend, 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties; in lieu whereof, 
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 
We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

' thou shmUI'st have had ten mort,] i. e. a jury of tierkt 

men, to condeam thee to be hanged. 
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Ant. And stand indebted, over and above. 
In love and service to you evermore. 

For. He is well paid, that is well satisfied ; 
And I, delivering you, am satisfied, 
And therein do account myself well paid ; 
My mind was never yet more mercenary. 
I pray you, know me, when we meet again ; 
I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 

Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you 
further; 
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute, 
Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you, 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

For. You press me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your sake ; 
And, for your love, I'll take this ring from you : — 
Do not draw back your hand ; I'll take no more ; 
And you in love shall not deny me this. 

Baxx. This ring, good sir, — alas, it is a trifle; 
I will not shame myself to give you this. 

Por. I will have nothing else but only this ; 
And now, methinks, I have a mind to it. 

Bass. There's more depends on this, than on the 
value. 
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 
And find it out by proclamation ; 
Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

Por. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers : 
You taught me first to beg; and now, methinks. 
You teach me how a beggar should be answer'd. 

Bass. Good sir, this ring was given me by my 
wife; 
And, when she put it on, she made me vow, 
That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it. 

Por. That 'scuse serves many men to save their 
gifts. 
An if your wife be not a mad womiui. 
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And know how well I have deserv'd this ring, 

She would not hold out enemy for ever. 

For giving it tome. Well, peace be with you! 

[^Exeunt PoBTiA and Nerissa. 

j4nt. My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring ; 
Let his deservings, and my love withal, 
Be valued 'gainst your wife's coramandement. 

Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 
Give him the ring; and bring him, if thou can'st, 
Unto Antonio's house: — away, make haste. 

[£xi7 Gbatiano. 
Come, you and I will thither presently ; 
And in the morning early will we both 
Fly toward Belmont: Come, Antonio. [^Exeunt, 



SCENE III. 
The same. A Street. 

Enter Portia and Nebissa. 

Por. Inquire the Jew's house out, give him this 
deed, 
And let him sign it; we'll away to night, 
And be a day before our husbands home : 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter Gkatiano. 

Gra. Fair sir, you are well overtaken: 
My lord Bassanio, upon more advice,* 
Hath sent you here this ring; and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 

Por. That cannot be : 

This ring I do accept most thankfully, 
And so, I pray you, tell him : Furthermore, 

' upon mort advice,] i, e. more rtficction. 
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I pray you, show my youth old Shylock's house. 

Gra. That will I do. 

Ner. Sir, I would speak with you : — 

I'll see if I can get my husband's ring, [To Portia. 
Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 

For. Thou may' St, I warrant ; We shall have old 
swearing, 
That they did give the rings away to men ; 
But we'll outface them, and outswear them too. 
Away, make haste; thou know 'st where I will tarry. 

Ner. Come, good sir, will you show me to this 
house ? [^ExeuTU. 



ACT V. 



SCENE i. Belmont. Avenue to Portia's House. 



Enter Lobbnzo and Jessica, 

Lor. The moon shines bright: — In such a night 
as this. 
When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, 
And they did make no noise; in such a night, 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan walls, 
And sigh'd his soul toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Cressid lay that night. 

Jes. In such a night. 

Did Thisbe fearfully o'ertrip tlie dew ; 
And saw the lion's shadow ere himself, 
And ran dismay'd away. 

Lor. In such a night. 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav'd her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes. In such a nigh^ 
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Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old jEson. 

Lor. In such a night, 

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew : 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice, 
As far as Belmont. 

Jes. And in such a night. 

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov'd her well ; 
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith, 
And ne'er a true one. 

Lor. And in such a night, 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew. 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jes. I would out-night you, did no body come: 
But, hark, I hear the footing of a man. 

Enter Stkphano. 

Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night ? 

Sieph. A friend. 

Lor. A friend ? what friend ? your name, I pray 
you, friend? 

Stepk. Steph^o is my name; and I bring word. 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont : she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 

Lor. Who comes with her? 

Steph. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid. 
I pray you, is my master yet retum'd ? 

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from 
him. — 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 
And ceremoniously let us prepare 
Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 
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Enter Lacncblot. 

Laun. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola ! 

Lor. Who calls? 

Laun, Sola! did you see master Lorenzo, and 
mistress Lorenzo? sola, sola! 

Lor. Leave hollaing, man; here. 

Laun. Sola ! where ? where ? 

Lor. Here, - , 

Laun. Tell him, there's a post come from my ' 
master, with his horn full of good news ; my master 1 
will be here ere morning. [Exiu I 

Lor. Sweet soul, let's in, and there expect their I 
coming, 
And yet no matter;— Why should we go in? 
My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you. 
Within the house, your mistress is at hand ; 
And bring your musick forth into the air. — 

\_Exit Stephano. . 
How sweet the moon-light sleeps upon this bank ! 
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of musick. 
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and the night. 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 
Sit, Jessica : Look, how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines* of bright gold; ' 

There's not the smallest orb, which thou behold'st, 
But in his motion like an angel sings. 
Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubins: 
Such harmony is in immortal souls ;* 

* mth patines of hright gold;'] A patine, from patwa, 

Lat. A patitie is ihe small flat dish or plate used with the chalico, 
in the administration of the cucharist. In the time of popery, an4 
probably io the following age, it was commonly made of gold. 

Maloke. 

' SacA harmony is in immorial souls; &c.] Iliis passage having 
been much misunderstood, it may be proper to add a short expU' 
nation of it. 

SucA harmmy, &c. is not an explanatioD arising from the fbre< 
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But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. — 

Enter Musicians. 

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn;" 
With sweetest touclies pierce your mistress' ear, 
And draw her home with musick. 

Jes. I am never merry, when I hear sweet musick. 
[Mimck. 

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive: 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound. 
Or any air of musick touch their ears, 
You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 
Their savage eyes tum'd to a modest gaze. 
By the sweet power of musick : Therefore, the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and 

floods; 
Since nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage, 
But musick for the time doth change his nature ; 
The man that hath no musick in himself, 
Nor is not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds, 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils; 

' going line — " So great l» the harmoDy!" but an iUtutntion: 
— " Of llie tame kmd a the harmony."— The whole nini thus: 
Thcrt it not one of the hravtal^ orbi but tingt ai it mivei, iliU 
, guiring lo the chentbin. SimUtir (o ikekarmany thry makr, it that 
of imtiMrtal toult 1 or, (in other wnrds.) taeh of vt Have a* prrf'ect 
kariHony in our toali at the harmony of ike tphettt, inatrnvck at vx 
have the quality of bring mitred by ta-eel toundt (as he expresses it 
afterwords;) but our groti laretlrial part, which furiront ii«, 
ilradmt the tmaid, am preieittt our hraring. — //, [Dotli (frwsly 
clotc t( in,] I apprehend, refers to Aormonv- M alone. 

* ' trite iAoMa vilh a hytKB ;} Diana i» the moon, uhoisin 
the oe&t scene represented as sleeping. 
E 2 
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The motions of his spirit are dull as night. 

And his affections dark, as Erebus; 

Let no such man be trusted. — Mark the musick. 



Enter Pobtia and Nerissa, at a distance. 

Par. That light we see, is burning in my hall. 
How far that little candle throws his beams ! 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

JVer. When the moon shone, we did not see the 
candle. 

Por. So doth the greater glory dim the less: 
A substitute shines brightly as a king, 
Until a king be by ; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Musick ! hark ! 

Ner. It is your musick, madam, of the house. 

Por. Nothing is good, I see, without respect;' 
Methinks, it sounds much sweeter than by day. 

Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam. 

Por. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark. 
When neither is attended; and, I think, 
The nightingale, if she should sing by day. 
When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 
How many things by season season'd are 
To their right praise, and true perfection ! — 
Peace, hoa! the moon sleeps with Endjinion, 
And would not be awak'd ! \_Musick ceatet.' 1 

Lor. That is the voice. 

Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia. 

Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows the ] 
cuckoo. 
By the bad voice. 

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. 

-ToilhmU respect ;'\ Not absolutely good, but relatrrebfl 
It is inocbfied by dictiautances. ' 



good a 
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Por. We have been praying for our husbands' 
welfare, 
Which speed, we hope, the better for our words. 
Are they return 'd ? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet ; 

But there is come a messenger before. 
To signify their coming. 

Por. Go in, Nerissa, 

Give order to my servants, that they take 
Ko note at all of our being absent hence ; — 
Koryou, Lorenzo; — Jessica, noryou. 

[^ tucket'' sounds. 
Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his trumpet: 
We are no tell-tales, madam; fear you not. 

Por. This night, methinks, is but the daylight 
sick, 
[t looks a little paler; 'tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 

£n/er Bassanio, Antonio, Gratiano, and their 
Followers. 

Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes, 
l( you would walk in absence of the sun. 

Por. Let me give light," but let me not be light; 
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 
".nd never be Bassanio so for me; 
lut God sort all ! — You are welcome home, my lord. 
Bass. I thank you, madam : give welcome to my 
friend. — 
This is the man, this is Antonio, 
To whom I am so infinitely bound. 

Por. You should in all sense be much bound to 
him, 



re 



j1 tucket — ] Toccata, Ital. a flourish on a trumpet. 
' Lrl me givr light, &c.] There is ncareely any word \ 
which Shakspeare so much delights to trifle a* with tight, ii 
niiotu ugnifications. Johnsoh. 
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For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

j4nt. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to oar house: 
It must appear in other ways than words, 
Therefore, I scant this breathing courtesy.' 

[Gratiano and Nerissa seem to Calk aparfl 

Gra. By yonder moon, I swear, you do me wronra 
In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk; 
Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 
Since you do take it, love, so much at heart. 

Por. A quarrel, ho, already ? what's the mattwlj 

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
That slie did give me ; wliose posy was 
For all the world, like cutler's poetry^ 
Upon a knife, Lore me, and leave me not. 

Ner. What talk you of the posy, or the value? 
You swore to me, when I did give it you, 
That you would wear it till your hour of death; 
And that it should lie with you in your grave: 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths. 
You should have been respective, and have kept it. 
Gave it a judge's clerk ! — but well I know. 
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on his face, that had iL 

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 

Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,- 
A kind of boy; a little scrubbed boy, 
No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk; 
A prating boy, thatbegg'd it as afee; 
I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I must be plain wM 
you, 

' — - tiiii breathing courtwjc] Tliis verbal complimenU 
form, made up only of breath, i. e. wordB. > 

' like auler's poetry — ] Knives, aa Sir J. Hawkins ob^ 

serves, were formerly inscribed, by means of aqua jbrlu "■=*■ 
short sentences in distich. 
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To part so slightly with your wife's first gift ; 
A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger. 
And riveted so with faith unto your flesh , 
I gave my love a ring, and made him swear 
Never to part with it; and here he stands; 
I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it, 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief; 
An 'twere to me, I should be mad at it. 

Bass. Why, I were best to cut my left hand off. 
And swear, I lost the ring defending it. [j^side. 

Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg'd it, and, indeed, 
Deserv'd it too; and then the boy, his clerk, i 

That took some pains in writing, he begg'd mine: 
And neither man, nor master, would take aught 
But the two rings. 

Por. What ring gave you, my lord? 

Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me. 

Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 
I would deny it; but you see, my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone. 

Por. Even so void is your false heart of truth. 
By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed 
Until I see the ring. 

Ner. Nor I in yours, i 

Till I again see mine. 

Bass. Sweet Portia, -i 

If you did know to whom I gave the ring, i 

If you did know for whom I gave the ring, ; 

And would conceive for what I gave the ring, 
And liow unwillingly I left the ring, 
When nought would be accepted but the ring, 
You would abate the strength of your displeasure. 

Por. If you had known tlie virtue of the ring. 
Or half her worthiness that gave the ring. 
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Or your own honour to contain the ring, 
You would not then have parted with the ring. 
What man is there so much unreasonable, 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 
Nerissa teaches me what to believe ; 
I'll die for't, but some woman had the ring. 

Bass. No, by mine honour, madam, bymysoul, 
No woman had it, but a civil doctor. 
Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me. 
And begg'd the ring; the which I did deny him, 
And suffer'd him to go displeas'd away ; 
Even he that had held up the very life 
Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady ? 
I was enforced to send it after him; 
I was beset with shame and courtesy; 
My lionour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear it : Pardon me, good lady ; 
For, by these blessed candles of the night, 
Had you been there, I think, you would have begg'd 
The ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 

Por. Let not that doctor e'er come near my house : 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd. 
And that which you did swear to keep for me, 

I will become as liberal as you ; 

I'll not deny him any thing I have. 

No, not my body, nor my husband's bed : 

Know him I shall, I am well sure of it: 

Lie not a night trom home ; watch me, like Argus : 

If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own, 

I'll have that doctor for my bedfellow. 

Ner. And I his clerk; therefore be well advis'd, 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra. Well, do you so: let not me take him then; 
For, if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen. 
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yint. I am the unhappy subject of these quarrels. 

For. Sir, grieve not you; You are welcome not- 
withstanding. 

Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong; 
And, in the hearing of these many friends, 
I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 
Wherein I see myself, 

Por. Mark you but that ! 

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself: 
In each eye, one: — swear by your double self,' 
And there's an oath of credit. 

Boss. Nay, but hear me: 

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear, 
I never more will break an oath with thee. 

j4nl. I once did lend my body for his wealth ;* 
AVhich, but for him that had your husband's ring, 

[To Portia. 
Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again, 
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 

Por. Then you shall be his surety: Give him this; 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. Here, lord Bassanio; swear to keep this ring. 

Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the doctor! 

Por. I had it of him: pardon me, Bassanio; 
For by this ring the doctor lay with me. 

JVer. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano ; 
For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk. 
In lieu of this, last night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-ways 
In summer, where the ways are fair enough : 
What! are we cuckolds, ere we have deserv'd it? 



' tvjfor by your double tdf,^ Double is here used in a bad 

sense for—^l of' duplkily. 

' for hU wealth)] For his advantage ^ to obtain his happi- 

ness. IVeallk was, at that time, the term opposite to adversUy, 
or calamity. 



202 MERCHANT OF VENICE. 

Por. Speak not so grossly. — You are all amaz'd: 
Here is a letter, read it at your leisure ; 
It comes from Padua, from Bellario; 
There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor; V 
Nerissa there, her clerk: Lorenzo here •* 

Shall witness, I set forth as soon as you, 
And bat even now return 'd ; I have not yet 
Enter'd my house. — Antonio, you are welcome ; 
And I have better news in store for you, 
Than you expect: unseal this letter soon; 
There you shall find, three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly : 
You shall not know by what strange accident 
1 chanced on this letter. 

jint. I am dumb. 

Basa. Were you the doctor, and I knew you 
not? 

Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me 
cuckold ? 

Ner. Ay; but the clerk that never means to do 
it, 
I Unless he live until he be a man. 

Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow; 
When I am absent, then lie with my wife. 

Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life, and 
living; 
For here I read for certain, that my ships 
Are safely come to road. 

Por, How now, Lorenzo? 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. 

Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee. — 
There do I give to you, and Jessica, 
From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift, 
After his death, of all he dies possess'd of. 

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 

Por. It is almost morning. 
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And yet, I am sure, you are not satisfied 
Of these events at full : Let us go in ; 
And charge us there upon intergatories. 
And we will answer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be so : The first intergatory. 
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on, is, 
Whether till the next night she had rather stay ; 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to-day : 
But were the day come, I should wish it dark, 
That I were couching with the doctor's clerk. 
Well, while I live, Fll fear no other thing 
So sore, as keeping safe Nerissa's ring. [^ExeuruJ' 



< Of The Merchant of Venice the sMe is even and easy, 
with few peculiarities of diction^ or anomaUes of construction, 
llie comick part raises laughter^ and the serious fixes ei^)ectation. 
The probability of either one or the other stoiy cannot be main- 
tained. The union of two actions in one event b in this drama 
eminently happy. Diyden was much pleased with his own address 
in connecting the two plots of his Sptmish Friar, which yet^ I be- 
lieve, the critick will find excelled by this play. Johnson. 
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* As Tou LIKE IT J Was certainly borrowed, if we believe 
Dr. Giey and Mr. Upton^ from the Coke*s Tale of Gamdyn, 
which by the way was not printed till a jcentnry afterward: when 
in troth theold bard^ who was no luinter of MSS. contented him- 
self solely with Lodge*s Rosalind, or Eupkue^s Golden Legacye, 
4to. 1590. Farmer. 

Shak^eare has followed Lodge's novel more exactly than is 
hisgieneral custom when he is indebted to such worthless originals; 
and has sketched some of his principal characters^ and borrowed a 
few expressions from it. His imitations^ &c. however^ are in ge- 
neral too inngnificant to merit transcription. 

It should be observed^ that the characters of Jaques, the Clown, 
and Audrey, are entirely of the poet's own formation. 

Although I have never met with any edition of this comedy be^^ 
fefe the year l623^ it is evident^ that such a publication was at 
least designed. At the beginning of the second vdume of the 
entries at Stationers' Hall, are placed two leaves of irregular pio- 
hilHtioQs, notes^ &c. Among these are the following: 

Aug. 4. 

** As you Hke it, a book "I 

'' Henry the F^, a book >tobe staid." 

'' The Comedy of Mnck Ado, a book. J 
The dates scatter'd over these plays are from 1596 to 1015. 

Stsstsks. 

This comedy^ I believe, was written in l600. Malokb. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED.* 



Duke, living in Exile. 

Frederick, Brother to the Duke, and Usurper of his 

Dominions. 
Amiens, 7 Lords attending upon the Duke m hi$ 
Jaques, y Banishment. 

Le Beau, a Courtier attending upon Frederidu 
Charles, his Wrestler. 
Oliver, -j 

Jaques, [ Sens of Sir Rowland de Bois. 
Onando, J 

1^ .* > Servants to Oliver. 

Touchstone, a Clown. 

Sir CMiver Mar-text, a Ftcar. 

&S, } «*^*«^- 

William, a Country Fellow, in love with Aodo^. 
A Person representing Hymen. 

Rosalind, Daughter to the banished Duke. 
Celia, Daughter to Frederick. 
Fhebe, a Shepherdess. 
Audrey, a Country Wench. 

Lords belonging to the two Dukes \ Pages y Foresters, 

and other Attendants. 

The SCENE lies, first, near Oliver's Houses after* 
wards, partly in the Usurper s Court, and partly 
in the Forest of Arden. 

* The list of the persons being omitted in the old editions, was 
added by Mr. Rowe. Johnsok. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. An Orchard, near Oliver's House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fa- 
shion bequeathed me: By will, but a poor thousand 
crowns; and, as thou say'st, charged tny brother, 
on his blessing, to breed me well : and there begins 
my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school, 
and report speaks goldenly of his pro6t: for my 
part, he keeps me rustically at home, or, to speak 
more properly, stays me here at home unkept :' For 
call you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, 
that difters not from the stalling of an oxf His 
horses are bred better; for, besides that they are 
fair with their feeding, they are taught their manage, 
and to that end riders dearly hired: but I, his bro- 
ther, gain nothing under him but growth ; for the 

' -^^ itayi me here at homr unkrjil :'\ We should read (fjif, i.e. 
keepB Qie like a brute. Tlie tbUowing words— ^or eali you that 
keeping — that diffim not from the stalttng of an oxf confLrnu this 
emendation. So, Caliban says — 
" And here you sty me 
" In this hard rock." WARBoaTOM. 
Sties is better than Uays, and more likely to be Shalupeare't. 
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which his animals on his dunghills are as much bound 
to him as I. Besides this nothing that he so plenti- 
fully gives me, the something that nature gave me, 
his countenance seems to take from me : he lets me 
feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, 
and, as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with 
my education. This is it, Adam, that grieves me; 
and the spirit of my father, which I think is within 
me, begins to mutiny against this servitude: I will , 
no longer endure it, though yet I know no wise re- 
medy how to avoid it. 

Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how I 
he will shake me up. 

OH. Now, sir! what make you heret* 

Orl, Nothing; I am not taught to make anyl 
thing. 

Oli. What mar you then, sir? 

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that 
which God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, 
with idleness. 

Oli. Marrj', sir, be better employ' d, and bd^ 
naught awhile.* 



* lehat make you ktrt f\ i. e. what do you here ? 

* he better employ'd, and be naught awhile.] i. e. It ft 

better tv do miichief', than to do nothing. Johnsos. 

I believe Uiat the words be naught awhile, mean no more than 
this: " Be content Co be a ci/pher, till I nhsl) think fit to elevate 
you into consequence." Steevens. 

Naught and nought are frefjuenily confounded in old English 
t>ookg. 1 once thought that the latter was here intended, in the 1 
sense afiixed lo it by Mr. Steevens: " Be content lo be a cypher, | 
till I shall elevate you into consequence." But the following pas- 
sage in Swrlnam, a comedy, l630, induces me to thiuk that the 
reading of the old copy (naught J and Dr. Johnson's explaoatioo 
are right ; 
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Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with 
them ? What prodigal portion have I spent, that I 
should come to such penury ? 

Oli. Know you where you are, sir ? 

Orl. O, sir, very well : here in your orchard. 

Oli. Know you before whom, sir? 

Orl. Ay, better than he I am before knows me. 
I know, you are my eldest brother ; and, in the gen- 
tle condition of blood, you should so know me: 
The courtesy of nations allows you my better, in 
that you are the first-bom ; but the same tradition 
takes not away my blood, were there twenty brothers 
betwixt us: I have as much of my father in me, as 
you; albeit, I confess, your coming before me is 
nearer to his reverence.* 

Oli. What, boy! 

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too 
young in this, 

OH. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain? 

Orl. lam no villain:^ I am the youngest son of 
sir Rowland de Bois: he was my father; and lie 
is thrice a villain, that says, such a father begot vil- 
lains: Wert thou not my brother, I would not take 
this hand from thy throat, till this other had pulled 
out thy tongue for saying so; thou hast railed on 
thyself. 

jtdam. Sweet masters, be patient; for your fa- 
ther's remembrance, be at accord. 

" get you both in, and be naaght a v)kile." 

The ipeaket is a chamber- maid, and she addresses herself la her 
mUtfvH and ber lover. M a lo n e , 

' olbrit, I cioffest, i/our cirniing be/'nrr me is nearer to kit 

reverence.] This, I apprehend, refers to the courtesy of distin- 
guishing the elikal ion of a kuighl, by the title of esquire. 

Henley. 

' t am no villain:] The word villain is used by llie elder biotlier 

in its present meaning, for a uorlhless, wicked, or bloody min; by 

Orlando, in iu original signification, few a ftitou! oj haw tstrac- 

tim. JoHSsoN. 
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OH. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the 
new duke ? 

Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and I came to acquaint 
you with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to un- 
derstand, that your younger brother, Orlando, hath 
a disposition to come in disguis'd against me to try a 
fall: To-morrow, sir, I wrestle for my credit ; and 
he that escapes me without some broken Hmb, shall 
acquit him well. Your brother is but young and 
tender ; and, for your love, I would be loath to foil 
him, as I must, for my own honour, if he come in; 
therefore, out of my love to you, I came hither to j 
acquaint you withal; that either you might stay him | 
from his intendment, or brook such disgrace well as J 
he shall run into; in that it is a thing of his own | 
search, and altogether against my will. 

on. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, 
which thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I 
had myself notice of my brother's purpose herein, 
and have by underhand means laboured to dissuade 
him from it; but he is resolute. I'll tell thee, 
Charles, — ft: is the stubbomest young fellow of 
France; full of ambition, an envious emulator of 
every man's good parts, a secret and villainous con- I 
triver against me his natural brother ; therefore use ' 
thy discretion; I had as lief thou didst break bis ' 
neck as bis finger: And thou wert best look to't; 
for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, or if he do 
not mightily grace himself on thee, he will practise 
against thee by poison, entrap thee by some trea- 
cherous device, and never leave thee till he hath 
ta'enthylifeby some indirect means or other: for, I 
assure thee, and almost with tears I speak it, there 
is not one so young and so villainous this day living. 
I speak but brotherly of him; but should I anato- | 
mize him to thee as he is, I must blush and weep, 
and thou must look pale and wonder. 
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Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you: If 

he come to-morrow, I'll give him his payment: If 

ever he go alone again, ril never wrestle for prize 

more: And »o, God keep your worship I [Exit. 

OH. Farewell, good Charles. — Now will I stir this 

gamester:" I hope, I shall see an end of him; for 

my soul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more 

than he. Yet he's gentle; never school'd, and yet 

learned; full of noble device ; of all sorts ' enchant- 

ingly heloved; and, indeed, so much in the heart 

of the world, and especially of my own people, who 

best know him, that I am altogether misprised : hut 

it shall not be so long; this wrestler shdl clear all: 

I nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy thither, 

k which now I'll go about. [Exit. 



SCENE 11. 

A Lawn before the Duke's Palace. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be 

Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am 

^s of; and would you yet I were merrier ? Un- 

1 could teach me to forget a banished father, 

t not learn me how to remember any extra- 

jpleasure. 

Jerein, I see, thou lovest me not with the 
ftt that I love thee: if my uncle, thy ba- 



cf cfaance,* 
degree! of 



n the prcscm 
viciously addicted 



1 thia place, 



ranlu and 
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nished father, had banished thy uncle, the duke my 
father, so thou hadst been still with me, I could 
have taught my love to taJte thy father for mine; 
so would'st thou, if the truth of thy love to me 
were so righteously temper 'd as mine is to thee, 

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my 
estate, to rejoice in yours. 

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I, 
nor none is like to have; and, truly, when he dies, 
thou shalt be his heir: for what he hath taken away 
from thy father perforce, I will render thee again in 
affection; by mine honour, I will; and when I break 
that oath, let me turn monster: therefore, my sweet 
Rose, my dear Rose, be merry. 

Sos, From henceforth I will, coz, and devise 
sports: let me see; What think you of fallir^ 
in love? 

Cel. Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make sport withal : 
but love no man in good earnest; nor no further in 
sport neither, than with safety of a pure blush thou 
may'st in honour come off again. 

Ros. What shall be our sport then ? 

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife. 
Fortune, from her wheel,* that her gifts may hence- 
forth be bestowed equally. 

Ros. I would, we could do so ; for her benefits 
are mightily misplaced : and the bountiful blind wo- 
man doth most mistake in her gifts to women. 

Cel. 'Tis true: for those, that she makes f^r, she 
scarce makes honest; and those, that she makes 
honest, she makes very ill-favour'dly. 

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from fortune's office 

*—^ mock the good housewife. Fortune, from her wketi,'] TIia4 
wheel of Fortune is not ihe vhrit of a iouarwife. Sbakspeare bm 1 
confounded Fortune, whose wheel oul^ Agures uncertain^ and vi- J 
cissitude, with the destiny that spins the thread of life, though Dot | 
indeed with a wheel. Johnson, 
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to nature's: fortune reigns in gifts of the world, 
not in the Uneaments of nature. 



Enter Touchstone. 

Cel. No? When nature hath made a fair crea- 
ture, may she not by fortune fall into the fire? — 
Though nature hath given us wit to flout at fortune, 
hath not fortune sent in this fool to cut off the 
argument ? 

Rox. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for na- 
tiu-e; when fortune makes nature's natural the cutter 
off of nature's wit. 

Cel. Peradventure, this is not fortune's work 
neither, but nature's; who perceiving our natural 
wits too dull to reason of such goddesses, hath sent 
this natural for our whetstone: for always the dul- 
ness of the fool is the whetstone of his wits. — How 
now, wit? whither wander you? 

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your 
father. 

Cel. Were you made the messenger? 

Touch. No, by mine honour; but I was bid to 
come for you. 

Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool ? 

Touch. Of a certain knight, that swore by his 
honour they were good pancakes, and swore by his 
honour the mustard was naught: now, I'll stand to 
it, the pancakes were naught, and the mustard was 
good; and yet was not the knight forsworn. 

Cel. How pi'ove you tliat, in the great heap of 
your knowledge ? 

Ros. Ay, marry; now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stand you both forth now: stroke your 
chins, and swear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Touch. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were: 
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but if you swear by that that is not, you are not 
forsworn : no more was this knight, swearing by his 
honour, for he never had any; or if he had, he had 
sworn it away, before ever he saw those pancakes or 
that mustard. 

Cel. Pr'ythee, who is't that thou mean'st ? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father, loves. 

Cel. My father's love is enough to honoiu- him. 
Enough ! speak no more of him ; you'll be whip'd 
for taxation,^ one of these days. 

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not speak 
wisely, what wise men do foolishly. 

Cel. By my troth, thou say'st true: for since the 
little wit, that fools have, was silenced,* the little 
foolery, that wise men have, makes a great show. 
Here comes Monsieur Le Beau. 

Enter Le Beau. 

Ros. With his mouth full of news. 

Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed 
their young. 

Ros. Then shall we be news-cramm'd. 

Cel. All the better; we shall be the more mar- 
ketable. Bon jour. Monsieur Le Beau: What's the , 
news? 

Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much good 
sport. 

Cel. Sport ? Of what colour ? 

Le Beau. What colour, madam ? How shall I 
answer you ? 



' you'll be whip'd for taxation,] Taiation i 

* I since the littU ml, that fooU have, Kas t'xUtKrd,'] 

Shakspeare probably alludes lo the use offooU osjritm, who fee 
some ages had been allowed in all courti an unbridled liberty of 
censure and mockery, and about this time began to be leu 
tolerated. Johnson. 
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Ros. As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Or as the destinies decree. 

Cel. Well said; that was laid on with a trowel.* 

Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank, 

Ros. Thou losest thy old smell. 

Le Beau. You amaze me," ladies: I would have 
told you of good wrestling, which you have lost the 
sight of. 

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling. 

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it 
please your ladyships, you may see the end; for the 
best is yet to do ; and here, where you are, they are 
coming to perform it. 

Cel. Well, — the beginning, that is dead and 
buried. 

Le Beau. There comes an old man, and his three 

SOHB, 

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old 
tale. 

Le Beau. Three proper young men, of excellent 
growth and presence; 

Ros. With bills on their necks, — Be it known unto 
ail men by these presents,' 

Le Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled with 
Charles, the duke's wrestler; which Charles in a 



' laii/ un uith a lro\ptl.'] To lay on with a trmect, is, to do 

any thing strongly, and without delicacy. If a man flatters 
grossly, ii ii a common expression to say, that he layn it on with a 
trowel. M. Mason. 

' You amate mr,] To amaie, here, is 
with wonder, but to peiplex; to cvntuse, 
in tended narrative. Johnson. 

' IVttk b'dls on fkrir »ecki,—Bf it fmo 
prcKHti,'] I don't think that by bill is me 
of war, or one of law, but merely a label 
ay a play-bitl, B hand-bill; untesK these words were part of Le 
Beau's speech; in wluch case the word hW would be used by him 
ta denote a weapon, and by Rosalind perverted to mean a labtl. 

M. Maboit, 



ot to astonish or strike 
to as to put out of the 

n vttlo all men by tlittt 
It either an instrument 
advertisement — as we 
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moment threw him, and broke three of his ribs, 
that there is little hope of Hfe in him: so he served 
the second, and so the third: Yonder they lie; the 
poor old man, their father, making such pitiful dole 
over them, that all the beholders take his part with 
weeping. 

Ros. Alas! 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that the 
ladies have lost ? 

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak of. 

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day ! it is 
the first time that ever I heard, breaking of ribs was 
sport for ladies. 

Cel. Or 1, I promise thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this broken 
musick in his sides ?" is there yet another dotes upon 
rib-breaking ? — Shall we see this wrestling, cousin ? 

Le Beau. You must, if you stay here; for here 
is the place appointed for the wrestling, and they are 
ready to perform it. 

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming: Let us now 
stay and see it. 

Flourish. Enter Duke Fekderick, Lords, Or- 
lando, Charles, and j4ttendanls. 

Duke F. Come on ; since the youth will not be 
entreated, his own peril on his forwardness. 

' ' is there any else longs to see (Am broken muiiek iit Itu 

tides f} This probably alludes to the pipe of Pan, which consisting 
of reeds of unequal leugtli, and gradually lessening, bore some 
rcKmblance to the ribs of a man. M. Mason. 

Broken miasick either means the noise which the breaking of 
ribs would occasion, or the hollow sound which proceeds from a 
person's receiving a violent fall. Dovce. 

1 can offer no legitimate explanation of this passage, but may 
observe thai another, somewhat parallel, occurs in K. Henry V: 
" Come, your answer in broki-n muaclc; for (hy voice U munckj ' 
and thy EogUsh broken." Ste.evens. 
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Ros. Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beau. EveJi he, madam. 

Cel. Aias, he is too young: yet he looks suc- 
cessfully. 

Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousin ? are 
you crept hither to see the wrestling? 

Ros. Ay, my liege ; so please you give us leave. 

Duke F. You will take little delight in it, 1 can 
tell you, there is such odds in the men: In pity of 
the challenger's youth, I would fain dissuade him, 
but he will nut be entreated: Speak to him, ladies; 
see if you can move him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Duke F. Do so ; I'll not be by. 

[Duke goes apart, 

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the princessei 
call for you. 

Orl. I attend them, with ail respect and duty. 

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles 
the wrestler f 

Orl. No, fair princess; he is the general chal- 
lenger; I come but in, as others do, to try with him 
the strength of my youth. 

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold 
for your years: You have seen cruel proof of this 
man's strength : if you saw yourself with your eyes, 
or knew yourself with your judgment," the fear of 
your adventure would counsel you to a more equal 
enterprise. We pray you, for your own sake, to 
embrace your own safety, and give over this at- 
tempt. 

Ros. Do, young sir; your reputation shall not 
therefore be misprised: we will make it our suit 

• ■ if you iatp yourself n'ith your eyes, or htexu goiirittfwih 
your judgment,'] i. e. if you thoiUd «« your own eye* to let, or 
your own judgment to know younelf, tKe fear of your adcaUurt 
wovid coutttcl you, Johnson. 
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to the duke, that the wrestling might not go 
forward. 

Orl. I beseech you, punish me not with your 
hard thoughts; wherein I confess me much guilty, 
to deny so fair and excellent ladies any thing. But . 
let your fair eyes, and gentle wishes, go with me to 
my trial: wherein if I be foiled, there is but one 
shamed that was never gracious; if killed, but one 
dead that is willing to be so : I shall do my friends 
no wrong, for I have none to lament me : the world 
no injury, for in it I have nothing; only in the 
world I fill up a place, which may be better supplied 
when I have made it empty. 

Ros. The little strength that I have, I would it 
were with you. 

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. 

Ros. Fare you well. Pray heaven, I be deceived 
in you ! 

Cel. Your heart's desires be with you. 

Cha. Come, where is this young gallant, that is 
so desirous to lie with his mother earth ? 

Orl. Ready, sir; but his will hath in it a more 
modest working. 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 

Cha. No, I warrant your grace; you shall not 
entreat him to a second, that have so mightily per- 
suaded him from a first. 

Orl. You mean to mock me after; you should not 
have mocked me before : but come your ways. 

Ros. Now, Hercules be thy speed, young man ! 

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the leg. 

[Charles and Orlando wrestle. 

Ros. O excellent young man ! 

Cel: If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can 
tell who should down. 

[Charles is thrown. Shout. 
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Duke F. No more, no more. 

Orl. Yea, I beseech your grace; I am not yet 
well breathed. 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles? 

Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. 

Duke F. Bear him away. [CH&shES is borne out."] 
What is thy name, young man ? 

Orl. Orlando, my liege; the youngest son of sir 
Rowland de Bois. 

Duke F. I would, thou hadst been son to some 
man else. 
The world esteem'd thy father honourable. 
But I did find him still mine enemy: 
Thou shouldst have better pleas'd me with this deed, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 
But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth; 
I would, thou hadst told me of another father. 

[Exeunt Duke Fred. Train, and Le Beau. 

Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this ? 

Orl. I am more proud to be sir Rowland's son, 
His youngest son; — and would not change that 

calling,' 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

Ros. My father lov'd sir Rowland as his soul, 
And all the world was of my father's mind : 
Had I before known this young man his son, 
I should have given him tears unto entreaties. 
Ere he should thus have ventur'd. 

Cel. Gentle cousin. 

Let us go thank him, and encourage him: 
My father's rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart. — Sir, you have well deserv'd: 
If j'ou do keep your promises in love. 
But justly, as you have exceeded promise. 
Your mistress shall be happy. 

' recalling,] I. e. appelbtion; a very unutual, if not 

uiprccedealedKiueof Uie word. Stckveks. 
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Ros. 



Gentleman, 
[^Giving him a chain from her neck. 
Wear this for me ; one out of suits with fortune ;* 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks 

means. — 
Shall we go, coz ? 

Cel. Ay: — Fare you well, fair gentleman. 

Orl. Can I not say, I thank you? My better 
parts 
Are all thrown down; and that which here stands up. 
Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block.' 

Ros. He calls us back: My pride fell with my 
fortunes : 
I'll ask him what he would: — Did you call, sir? — 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

Cel. Will you go, coz ? 

Ros. Have with you: — Fare you well. 

[Exeunt RosALrnD and CeliA. 
Orl. What passion hangs these weights upon my 
tongue? 
I cannot speak to her, yet she urg'd conference. 

Re-enter Le Beau, 

poor Orlando! thou art overthrown; 

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee. 
Le Beau. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel 
you 
To leave this place : Albeit you have deserv'd 

» ont out of natt witk fortiar ;] Oat of tuiti lalkforlwu, 

1 believe, means, turned out of her service, and stripped of her 
livery, Steevens. 

^ It but a quintain, a mrrc lifeless block,'] A quintain waaapott 
or ball gel up for several kinds of martial exercises, against which 
they threw their darts and enercised their arms. But all the com- 
mentators are at variance about this word, and have illustrated 
their opinions with cuts, for which we must refer the reader to the 
new edition, 31 vols, 8vo. 
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High commendation, true applause, and love; 
Yet such is now the duke's condition,* 
That he misconstrues all that you have done. 
The duke is humorous ; what he is, indeed, 
More suits you to conceive, than me to speak of. 
Orl. I thank you, sir : and, pray you, tell me 
this; 

Which of the two was daughter of the didte 
That here was at the wrestling ? 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by 
manners ; 
But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter: 
The other is daughter to the banish 'd duke. 
And here detain'd by her usurping uncle. 
To keep his daughter company ; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you, that of late this duke 
Hath ta'en displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece; 
Grounded upon no other argument, 
But that the people praise her for her virtues, 
And pity her for her good father's sake; 
And, on my life, his malice 'gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. — Sir, fare you well; 
Hereafter, in a better world than this, 
I shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 

Orl. 1 rest much bounden to you: fare you well! 
{Exit Lb Beau. 
Thus must I from the smoke into the smother; 
From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother: — 
But heavenly Rosalind! [Exiu 

* Mf dukt't condition,] The word condition means cha- 

racier, temper, disposition. 
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SCENE III. 
A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Cblia ajtd Rosalind. 

Cel. Why, cousin ; why, Rosalind ; — Cupid have 
mercy ! — Not a word ? 

Ros. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be cast 
away upon curs, throw some of them at me; come, 
lame me with reasons. 

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up ; when 
the one should be lamed with reasons, and the other 
mad without any. 

Cel. But is all this for your father ? 

Ros. No, some of it for my child's father: O, 
how full of briars is this working-day world! 

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon 
thee in holiday foolery; if we walk not in the trod- 
den paths, our very petticoats will catch them. 

Ros. I could shake them off my coat ; these burs 
are in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Ros. I would try; if I could cry hem, and have 
him. 

Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros. O, they take the part of a better wrestler 
than myself. 

Cel. O, a good wish upon you ! you will try in 
time, in despite of a fall. — But, turning these jests 
out of service, let us talk in good earnest: Is it 
possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into so 
strong a liking with old sir Rowland's youngest son ? 

^0.!. The duke my father lov'd his father dearly. 

Cel. Doth it therefore ensue, that you should 
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love his son dearly ? By this kind of chase,' I should 
hate him, for iny father hated his father dearly ; yet 
I hate not Orlando. 

Rot. No 'faith, hate him not, for my sake. 

Cel. Why should I not? doth he not deserve 
well?* 

Ros. Let me love him for that; and do you love 
him, because I do: — Look, here comes the duke. 

Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 

Enter Duke Frederick, wilk Lords. 

Duke F. Mistress, despatch you with your safest 
haste. 
And get you from our court. 

Ros. Me, uncle ? 

Duke. You, cousin: 

Within these ten days if that thou be'st found 
So near our publick court as twenty miles, 
TTiou diest for it. 

Ros. I do beseech your grace, 

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me: 
If with myself I hold intelligence. 
Or have acquaintance with mine own desires; 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantick, 
(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear uncle. 
Never, so much as in a thought unborn, 
Did I offend your highness. 

Duke. Thus do all traitors; 

' By ihu kind of chase,] That k, by this way of fulhwng the 
argunient. Dtar \» used by Shakspeare in a double sense for 
belaced, and for kitrlftU, haled, bal(lul. Both senses are BUthorined, 
and both dfawn from etymology i but properly, btlinvd is dear, 
and halrj'ul is litix. Ro&alind uk-s drarlg in the good, and Celia 
in the bad sense. Joh s^ios, 

" iVhii ihould I not ? doti he not daerve Br//?] Celia answen 
Rosalind, (who had desired her " nul to hate Orlando, for her 
sake,"} as if she had said — "linx him, for my sake: to which the 
fonner replies, " Why should I nol \i. e. love him] ^ " 
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If their purgation did consist in words, 
They are as innocent as grace itself: — 
Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not. 

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor : 
Tell me, whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke F. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's 
enough. 

Ros. So was I, when your highness took, his 
dukedom ; 
So was I, when your highness banish 'd him: 
Treason is not inherited, my lord; 
Or, if we did derive it from our friends, 
What's that to me ? my father was no traitor: 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much. 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia ; we stay'd her for your sak^ 
Else had she with her father rang'd along. 

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay, 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse;' 
I was too young that time to value her. 
But now I know her: if she be a traitor, 
Why so am I ; we still have slept together. 
Rose at an instant, learn 'd, play'd, eat together; 
And wheresoe'er we went, like Juno's swans, 
Still we went coupled, and inseparable, 

Duke F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her 
smoothness, 
Her very silence, and her patience, 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 
Thou art a fool: she robs thee of thy name; 
And thou wilt show more bright, and seem more 

virtuous, 
When she is gone : then open not thy lips ; 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 



- remoru;} i. e. compauion. 
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Which I have pass'd upon her ; she is banish'd. 

Cet. Pronounce that sentence then on me, my 
liege; 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Duke F. You are a fool : — ^You, niece, provide 
yourself; 
If you out-stay tlie time, upon mine honour. 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

{^Exeunt Duke Fredkhick and Lords. 

Cel. O my poor Rosalind! whither wilt thou go? 
Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more grievM than I am. 

Ros. I have more cause. 

Cel. Thou hast not, cousin ; 

Pr'ythee, be cheerful: know'st thou not, the duke 
Hath banish'd me his daughter? 

Ros. That he hath not. 

Cel. No? hath not? Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one; 
Shall we be sunder'd f shall we part, sweet girl ? 
No; let my father seek another heir. 
Therefore devise with me, how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us: 
And do not seek to take your change upon you. 
To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out; 
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale, 
Say what thou canst, I'll go along with thee. 

Ros. Why, whither shall we go ? 

Cel. To seek my uncle. 

Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ? 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

Cel. I'll put myself in poor and mean attire, 
And with a Kind of umber smirch my face;* 



' And vith a kind of umber tmirch mi/ face:"] Umbtr ii 
yellow-coloured earth, brought from Umbria in Italy. 
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The like do you ; so shall we pass along, 
And never stir assailants. 

Ros. Were it not better. 

Because that I am more than common tall. 
That I did suit me all points like a man? 
A gallant curtle-ax* upon my thigh, 
A boar-spear in my hand ; and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will,) 
We'll have a swashing' and a martial outside; 
As many other mannish cowards have, 
That do outface it with their semblances. 

Cel. What shall I call thee, when thou art a man ? 

Ros. I'll have no worse a name than Jove's own 
page. 
And therefore look you call me, Ganymede. 
But what will you be call'd? 

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my state: 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

Ros. But, cousin, what if we assay'd to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father's court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

Cei. He'll go along o'er the wide world with me ; 
Leave me alone to woo him : Let's away, 
And get our jewels and our wealth together; 
Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 
After my flight: Now go we in content. 
To liberty, and not to banishment. \_Exeunt. 



" euTtle-ax — ] Or eullace, a broad sword. 

' We'll have a momhiHg, &c.] A ra-ashing outside is ao ap- 
pearance of noisy, bullying valour. Swasiing blow is meationed 
in Homeo and Juliet; and in King Henry V. the Boy says: — " As 
young as I am, I have observed these three iwaskers" 
Nym. Pistol, and Banlolph. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. The Forest of Arden. 

Enter Duke senior, Amiens, and other Lords, in 
the dress of Foresters, 

Duke S. Now, iny co-mates, and brothers in 
exile, 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons" difference; as, the icy fang. 
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind; 
Which when it bites and blows upon my body. 
Even till I shrink, with cold, I smile, and say, — 
This is no flattery: these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I am. 
Sweet are the uses of adversity ; 
Which, tike the toad, ugly and venomous. 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head;' 
And this our life, exempt from publick haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

' Which, like the load, ugli/ and venomoiu, 
fVeari yet a prtciou* jaorl in Aia head;] It was the current 
opinion in Shakspeare's time, that in the bead of an old toad 
was to be found a Jttone, or pearl, to which great virtues were 
ascribed. Thomas Luptoii, in his Finl Hooke uj Notable Things, 
4to. M, 1. bear* repealed testironny to the virtuea rf the " Tnlf 
tlone, calidCrapaiidina" Inh'a HrrcHlh Bvukr he instnicts as 
how to procure it; and afterwards tells us — " You thall kpoure 
whether the Todr-atonr be the r)'ght and perfect stone or not. 
Hdde the ilone before a Tode, so that he may see it; and if it 
be a ryght and tnie stone, the Tode will leape towarde it. and 
make a* though he would snatch it. He envieth so much that 
man should have that stone." Steevf.nb, 
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^mi. I would not change it: Happy is yonr 
grace, 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Duke S. Come, shall we go and till us venison .- 
And yet it irks tne, the poor dappled fools, — 
Being native burghers of this desert city, — 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads^ 
Have their round haunches gor'd. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord, 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that; 
And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brotlier that hath banish'd you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself. 
Did steal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood: 
To the which place a poor sequester'd stag. 
That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt. 
Did come to languish; and, indeed, my lord, 
The wretched animal heav'd forth such groans, 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting; and the big round tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase: and thus the hairy fool. 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook. 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Duke S. But what said Jaques? 

Did he not moralize this spectacle? 

1 Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similies. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream ; * 
Poor deer, quoth he, tkou mak'st a testament 



' —— vilk fijrked heads — ] i. e. with arnnc*, the pointt at 
which wcje barbed, 

• — ^ in (Ae needJcss itream;'\ The eU^am that waoted not 
such a supply of moisture. 
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jis worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 

T\) that which had too much: Then, being alone. 

Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends ; 

'Tis right, quoth he; this misery doth part 

Tkefivx of comltany : Anon a careless herd, 

Full of the pasture, jumps along by him, 

And never stays to greet him ; Ay, quoth Jaques, 

Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens; 

'Tis just the fashion: fVheTtfore do you look 

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there? 

TTius most invectively he pierceth through 

The body of the country, city, court. 

Yea, and of this our Hfe: swearing, that we 

Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse. 

To fright the animals, and to kill them up. 

In their assign'd and native dwelling place. 

Duke S. And did you leave him in this contem- 
plation ? 

'2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and com- 
menting 
Upon the sobbing deer. ■ l 

Duke S. Show me the place; 

I love to cope him* in these sullen fits, 
For then he's full of matter. 

2 Lord. I'll bring you to him straight. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 
A Room in the Palace. 



Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, and Attendants. 

Duke F. Can it be possible, that no man saw 
them ? 
It cannot be: some villains of my court 

' — to cope him — ] To encounter, ot engage with him. 
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Are of consent and sufferance in this. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 

Saw her a-bed; and, in the morning early, 
They found the bed untreasur'd of their mistress. 

2 Lord. My lord, the roynish clown," at whom so 

oft 
Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hesperia, the princess' gentlewoman, 
Confesses, that she secretly o'erheard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles; 
And she believes, wherever they are gone, 
That youth is surely in their company. 

Duke F. Send to his brother; fetch that gallant 

hither; 
If he be absent, bring his brother to me, 
I'll make him find him: do this suddenly; 
And let not search and inquisition quail' 
To bring again these foolish runaways. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 
Before Oliver's House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam, meeting. 

Orl. Who's there f 
Adam. What ! my young master E — O, my gentle 
master, 
O, my sweet master, O you memory* 

• — Ikt roynish c/okm,] RoynUk, from rciyiKur, Ft«ndi, 
mangy, scurvy. 

^ quail — ] To qMiul is lo fai»l, to mok into dejection. 

* yon memory — ] Shakspeare often uses mrmory for 

ntnorial; aod Beaumont and Fletcher w 



AS YOU LIKE IT. 



235 



Of old sir Rowland! why, what make you here? 
Why are you virtuoas ? Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be so fond" to overcome 
Tlie bony priser' of the humorous duke? 
Your praise is come too swiftly home to you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies? 
No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle master. 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it ! 

Orl. Why, what's the matter? 

yidavi. O unhappy youth, 

Come not within these doors; within this roof 
The enemy of al! your graces lives: 
Your brother — (no, no brother; yet the son- 
Yet not the son; — I will not call him son — 
Of him I was about to call his father,) — 
Hath heard your praises; and this night he means 
To bum the lodging where you use to lie, 
And you within it: if he fail of that, 
He will have other means to cut you off: 
I overheard him, and his practices. 
This is no place,' this house is but a butchery; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have 
me go? 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not 
here. 



■ — so fond — ] i. e. so indiscreet, so inconsiderate. 

' The bony ptitrr — ] The word bonnij occurs more than ofice 
in the nuvet from which thii [day of A» You Uke It is taken. It u 
likewise much used by the common people in the northern coun- 
tiea. I believe, however, bong to be the mie reading. 

Ma lom e. 

* Tkit M no place,'] i. e. for yon. 
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Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my 
food? 
Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enforce 
A thievish Uving on the common road? 
This I must do, or know not what to do : 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can ; 
I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted^ blood, and bloody brother. 

Adam. But do not so: I have five hundred crowns, 
The thrifty hire I sav'd under your father, 
Which I did store, to be my iostcr-nurse, 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame. 
And unregarded age in comers thrown ; 
Take that : and He that doth the ravens feed. 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 
Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold; 
All this I give you: Let me be your servant; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty: 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; 
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility; 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter, m 

Frosty, but kindly : let me go with you ; 
I'll do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

Orl. O good old man ; how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world, 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 
And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having:* it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, thou prun'st a rotten tree, 

' — — -■ diverted — ] turned out of the course of nature. 
* Even leitK tht having;] Even with the promotion gained bjr 
service is service eUinguished. Johnson. 
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That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry: 
But come thy ways, we'll go along together; 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, 

t We'll light upon some settled low content. 
jidavt. Master, go on; and I will follow thee, 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. — 
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek; 
But at fourscore, it is too late a week : 
% Yet fortune cannot recompense me better, 
I Than to die well, and not my master's debtor. 
B [Exeunt. 

Enter Rosalind in boy's clothes, Cblia drest like 
a Shepherdess, and Touchstone. 

Ros. O Jupiter! how weary are my spirits ! 

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were 
not weary. 

Ros. I could find in my heart to disgrace my 
man's apparel, and to cry like a woman: but I must 
comfort the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose 
ought to show itself courageous to petticoat: there- 
fore, courage, good Aliena. 

Cel. I pray you, bear with me ; I cannot go no 
further. 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you, 
than bear you: yet I should bear no cross,' if I did 

' - — ■ no crow,] A crow was a piece of money stamped with a 
crou. On thisour author ii perpetuBlly quibbUng, 



SCENE IV. 
The Forest of Arden. 
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bear you ; for, I think, you have no money in your 

purse. 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden, 

Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden : the more fool I j 

when I was at home, I was In a better place; but 

travellers must be content. 

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone: — Look, you, 

who comes here; a young man, and an old, in 

solemn talk. 

Rnter Cobin and SiLvius. 

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still. 

5/7. O Corin, that thou knew'st how I do love j 
her! 

Cor. I partly guess ; for I have lov'd ere now. 

Sil. No, Corin, being oM, thou canst not guess; 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 
As ever sigh'd upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As sure I think did never man love so,) 
How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy ? 

Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 

Sil. O, thou didst then ne'er love so heartily : 
If thou remember'st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into, 
Thou hast not lov'd : 
Or if thou hast not sat as I do now, 
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress' praise. 
Thou hast not lov'd : 

Or if thou hast not broke from company. 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 
Thou hast not lov'd: OPhebe, Phebe, Phebe! 

[Exit SiLvius. 

Ros. Alas, poor shepherd! searching of thy 
wound, 
I have by hard adventure found mine own. 
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Touch. And I mine: I remember, when I was 
in love, I broke my sword upon a stone, and bid 
him take that for coming anight" to Jane Smile: 
and I remember the kissing of her batlet,' and the 
cow's dugs that her pretty chop'd hands had milk'd: 
and I remember the wooing of a f»eascod instead of 
her; from whom I took two cods, and, giving her 
them again, said with weeping tears, fPear these 
Jbr my sake. We, that are true lovers, run into 
strange capers; but as all is mortal in nature, so is 
all nature in love mortal in folly.* 

Ros. Thou speak 'st wiser, than thou art 'ware of. 

Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er be 'ware of mine own 
wit, till I break my shins against it. 

Ros. Jove! Jove! this shepherd's passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 

Touch. And mine; but it grows something stale 
with me. 

Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond man. 
If he for gold will give us any food ; 
I faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holla; you, clown! 

Ros. Peace, fool ; he's not thy kinsman. 

Cor. Who calls? 

Touch. Your betters, sir. 

Cor. Else are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, I say:^ 

' aniglil — ] Thus the old copy. Anight, '»in Iht mgkt. 

The word is used by Chaucer, ia The Legrnde of good Womai. 
Our modern editors read, a'nightt, or u'ni^il. 

' haflft,'] The iiutrumenl with which waibers beat their 

coarse clolhea. Johnson. 

' '0 is all nature in line mortal infollg-l This expression I 

do not well understand. In the middle counties, mortal, from 
mart, a great quanti^, is usi-d as a particle of amplilicatioD j ai 
mortal tail, mortal Uillc. Of this sense I believe Shakspeare 
takei advantage to produce one of his darling equivocations. Thu> 
; will t>e, to is ail nalitre in Imt abounding inJ'oUji. 
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Good even to you, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 

Ros. I pr'ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gold. 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed: 
Here's a young maid with travel much oppress'd. 
And faints for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her. 

And wish for her sake, more tlian for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her: 
But I am shepherd to another man, 
And do not sheer the fleeces that I graze ; 
My master is of churlish disposition. 
And little recks" to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality: 
Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed, 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now, 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on ; but what is, come see, 
And in my voice' most welcome shall you be. 

Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and ' 
pasture ? 

Cor. That young swain that you saw here but 
erewhile. 
That little cares for buying any thing. 

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty, 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock. 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us, 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages: I like this 
place. 
And willingly could waste my time in it. 

Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold: 
Go with me; if you lik?, upon report. 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life. 



' /ind little recks — ] I. e. heeds, cares for. 

' And in my voke — ] ai far »s I have a ™ce or vote. 
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I will your very faithful feeder be, 

And buy it with your gold right suddenly. ^Exeunt. 



SCENE V. 
The same. 

Enter Amiens, Jxauss, and Others. 

SONG. 

Ami. Under the greenwood tree, 
Who loves to lie with me, 
And tune his merry note 
Unto the sweet biras throaty 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy, 
But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. More, more, I pr*ythee, more. 

Ami. It will make you melancholy, monsieur 
Jaques. 

Jaq. I thank it. More, I pr*ythee, more. I 
can suck melancholy out of a song, as a weazel 
sucks eggs: More, Ipr'ythee, more. 

Ami. My voice is ragged;* I know, I cannot 
please you. 

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me^ I do desire 
you to sing: Come, more; another stanza; Call 
you them stanzas ? 

Ami. What you will, monsieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names; they owe 
me nothing : Will you sing ? 

* ragged;'] Our modem editors (Mr. Malone excepted) 

read rugged; but ragged had anciently the tame meaning. 

VOL. III. X 
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jimi. More at your request, than to please myself. 

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I'U 
thank you: but that they call compliment, is like 
the encounter of two dog-apes; and when a man 
thanks me heartily, methinks, I have given him 
a penny, and he renders me the beggarly thanks. 
Come, sing; and you that will not, hold your 
tongues. 

Ami. Well, I'll end the song. — Sirs, cover tlie 
while; the duke will drink under this tree: — he hath 
been all this day to look you, 

Jaq. And ] have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too dispfitable^ for my company : I think of 
as many matters as he; but I give heaven thanks, 
and make no boast of them. Come, warble, come. 



I 



SONG. 

Who doth ambition shun, [All together here. 
u4nd loves to live i' the jun, 
Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither^ come hither, come hither; 
Here shall he see 
No enemV) 
But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. ni give you a verse to this note, that I made 
yesterday in despite of my invention. 
Ami. And I'll sing it. 
Jaq. Thus it goes: 

If it do come to pass. 
That any man turn ass. 
Leaving his wealth and ease, 
A stuhbor7i will to please, 

' dispktabk — ] For ilisputatiuus. 
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Ducddme, ducdiime, ducdame;* 

Here shall he see, 

Gross fools as he. 
An if he will come to Ami. 

Ami. What's that ducdame? 

Jaq. 'Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a 
circle. I'll go sleep if I can; if 1 cannot, I'll rail 
against all the first-bom of Egypt. 

Ami. And I'll go seek the duke; his banquet is 
prepar'd. [^Exeunt severally. 



SCENE VI. 
The same. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Adam. Dear master, I can go no further: O, I 
die for fotxi! Here lie I down, and measure out my 
grave. Farewell, kind master, 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam I no greater heart in 
thee? Livealittle; comfort a little; cheer thyself a 
little; If this uncouth forest jield any thing savage, 
I will either he food for it, or bring it for food to 
thee. Tiiy conceit is nearer death than thy powers. 
For my sake, be comfortable ; hold death awhile at 
the arm's end: I will here be with (hee presently; 
and if I bring thee not something to eat, I'll give 
thee leave to die: but if thou diest before I come, 
thou art a mocker of my labour. Well said ! thou 
look' St cheerily: and I'll be with thee quickly. — 
Yet thou liest in the bleak air: Come, I will bear 
thee to some shelter; and thou shalt not die for lack 



* <iitcditiu ;] For ilucdHmt, Sir Thomai Haiimcr, \tlf 

:utely and Judicioutly, reads due ad me, that ii, bring him la mr. 

>. f ,., •i.^.^L. :. ... evidently a word coiiied_/or fir nuiicr. 

X 2 



Dr. Fanner thinki it 
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of a dinner, if there live any thing in this desei^ 
Cheerly, good Adam ! ^Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

The same. 

A table set out. Enter Duke senior, Amiens. 
Lords, and others. 

Duke S. I think he be transform'd into a beast; 
For I can no where find him like a man. 

1 Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone hence ; 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. If he, compact of jars,* grow musical. 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres: — 
Go, seek him; tell him, I would speak with him. 

Miller Jaques. 

1 Lord. He saves my labour by his own approach. 

Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur ! what a life 
is this. 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? 
What! you look merrily. 

Jaq. A fool, a fool ! 1 met a fool i'the forest, 

A motley fool; — a miserable world! — 
As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 
Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun. 
And raiPd on lady Fortune in good terms. 
In good set terms, — and yet a motley fool. 
Good-morrow, fool, quoth I : No, sir, quoth he. 
Call me not fool, till heaven hath sent me fortune :" 
And then he drew a dial from his poke ; 

* compact ofjari,'] i. e, made up of discords. 

• Vail me not fool, till heaven kalh sent me fartitnt .*] Fortuna 
i^et fatuiii, is, as Mr. Upton observes, the saying here aUuded to) 
or, as in Publius Synu: 

" Fortuita, nimium quem/uvet, tlultum/acil." 
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And looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 

Says, very wisely, /( is ten o'clock : 

Thus may we see, quoth he, how the world wagx: 

"Tia but an hour ago, since it was nine; 

^nd after an hour more, 'twill be eleven ; 

jind sOf Jrom hour to hour, ne rifje and ripe, 

And then^ from hour to hour, we rot, and rot, 

And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 

The motley fool thus moral on the time, 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer. 

That fools should be so deep-contemplative ; 

And I did laugh, sans intermission. 

An hour by his dial. — O noble fool ! 

A worthy ibol ! Motley's the only wear. 

Duhe S. What fool is this? 

Jaq. O worthy fool! — One that hath been a 
courtier; 
And says, if ladies be but young, and fair, 
T^ey have the gift to know it: and in his brain, — 
Which is as dry as the remainder bisket 
After a voyage, — he hath strange places cramm'd 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms : — O, that I were a fool ! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Duke S. Thou shalt have one. 

Jag. It is my only suit;' 

Provided, that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 
That I am wise, I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, 
To blow on whom I please ; for so fools have : 
And they that are most galled with my folly, 
They most must laugh : And why, sir, must they so? 
The why is plain iisway to parish church: 
He, that a fool doth very wisely hit, 



- on/v suit;] Suit n 



19 ptUtioti, 
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Doth verj' foolishly, although he smart, 

Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not, 

The wise man's folly is anatomiz'd 

Even by the squandring glances of the fool." 

Invest nie in my motley; give ine leave 

To speak my mind, and I will through and through 

Cleanse the foul body of the infected world, 

If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

Duke S. Fye on thee! I can tell what thou 
wouldst do. 

Jaq. What, for a counter," would I do, but good? 

Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding 
sin: 
For thou tliyself hast been a libertine, 
As sensual as the brutish sting itself; 
And all the embossed sores, and headed evils. 
That thou with licence of free foot hast caught, 
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world. 

Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride, 
That can therein tax an)' private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea. 
Till that the very very means do ebb ? 
Wliat woman in the city do I name, 
When that I say, The city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders } 
Who can come in, and say, that I mean her. 
When such a one as she, such is her neighbour i 
Or what is he of basest function, 
That says, his bravery' is not on my cost, 



' if not, &c.] Unless men have the prudence not to 

appear touched with the sarcasms of a jester, they subject them- 
■elves to his power; and the wise man will have his folly anato- 
tnUcd, that is, dmrclcd and laid open, by the tquandring glance* 
or random shots of a fool. Johnson. 

" fur a counter,] About the time when this play was 

written, the French cvanlers (i. e. pieces of fahe money used as a 
means of reckoning) were brought into use in England. 

' — — ■ kit bravery — ] i. e. his fine clothes. 



AS YOU LIKE n\ 247 

{Thinking that I mean him,) but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech ? 
There then ; How, what then ? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him : if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong'd himself; if he be free, 
Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies, 
Unciaim'd of any man. — But who comes here ? 

Enter Oklando, with kis sword drawn. 

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more. 

Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet. 

Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv'd. 

Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come of? 

Duke S. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy 
distress; 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 
That in civility thou seem'st so empty ? 

Or!. You touch'd my vein at first ; the thomypoint 
Of bare distress hath ta'en from me the show 
Of smooth civility: yet am I inland bred," 
And know some nurture:^ But forbear, I sayj 
He dies, that touches any of this fruit. 
Till I and my aftairs are answered. 

Jriq. An you uill not be answered with reason, 
I must die. 

Duke S. What would you have f Your gentleness 
shall force. 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 

Orl. I almost die for food, and let me hare it. 

Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our 
table. 

Orl. Speak you so gently? Pardon me, Iprayyou: 
I thought, that all things had been savage here; 

' inland lirrd,'] Inland hen.', and elsewhere in ihis play, i* 

theopposile toonf/u/W, oT upliimi, Orlando means to &?y, ihatbe 
had not been brtd amitiig dawiu. 

' And kmoa lomr tmtture i^ Nurture 'n tiltitalion, br«rdliig. 
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And therefore put I on the countenance 

Of slern commandment: But whale' er you are, 

That in this desert inaccessible, 

Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 

Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time; 

If ever you have look'd on better days; 

If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church ; 

If ever sat at any good man's feast ; 

If ever from your eye-lids wip'd a tear, 

And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied; 

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 

In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 

Duke S. True is it that we have seen better days; 
And have with holy bell been knolPd to church ; 
And sat at good men's feasts ; and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender'd: 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness, 
And take upon command* what help we have. 
That to your wanting may be ministred. 

Orl. Then, but forbear your food a littlewhile, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn. 
And give it food. There is an old poor man. 
Who after me hatli many a weary step 
Limp'd in pure love; till he be first suffic'd, — 
Oppress'd with two weak evils, age and hunger, — 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke S. Go find him out, 

And we will nothing waste till you return. 

Orl. I thank ye; and be bless'd for your good 
comfort! [£xi(. 

Duhe S. Thou seest, we are not all alone un- 
happy : 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

' /ind take upon command — ] At your own command. 
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Jaq. All the world's a stage. 

And all the men and women merely players : 
They have their exits, and their entrances; 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages/ At first, the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms ; 
And then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel. 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school: And then, the lover; 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his mistress' eye-brow: Then, a soldier; 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard,° 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick' in quarrel. 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth : And then, the justice; 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd. 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saws and modem instances,* 
And so he plays his part: The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon ; 
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side; 
His youthful hose, well sav'd, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice. 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 



' Hit acli beifig stxcn ages ] I have seen, more than once, an 
old print, entitled, Thr Stage of Man's JJff, divided into seven 
ages As emblematical reprcsentatiotis of diia sort were fonuerly 
stuck up, both for ornament and inslructioD, in the generalily ol 
houaea, it is more probable that Shalupeare look bis hint from 
thence, than from Hippocralcs or Proclus, who are quoted by Mr, 
Malone. Henley. 

' and bearded like the pard,"] Beariit of different cut were 

appropriated in our autlior's time to differenl chamcier? and pro- 
fessiotu. The soldier had one tashiou, the judge another, the 
biiihop difiercnt from both, &c 

' Hiidden nnrl quick — ] Lest it should be supposed that 

these epithets arc synonymous, it is necessary \a be observed that 
one (^ the ancient senses of sudikn, is Tiolent. 

' • modem inilaitcet,'] Modtm means triu, cobwujh. 



250 AS YOU LIKE IT. 

And wbisdesialttssoiiiid: Last scene of all. 

That ouift this HiJi^ii crcntfbl history. 

Is xcoud rhflkSrfmtMy and mere oUiykm; 

Sum tuecfay SOBS c]fca^ asms lute, sans every thing. 



Qnjunio, with Adam. 
Dnie 5. Weksome: Set down your venerable 



Ami let faiia feed. 

OrL I dionk yoa most for him. 

^Mam. So had yoa need; 
I scarce oa speak to dmk joq for myself. 

Duke 5. WekooKy fell to; I will not trouble you 
As yet^ to questioa yoa about your fortunes: — 
Give us some voaaski^i and, good cousin, ^g. 



SONG. 
L 

BioWy HoWy tkau winter windy 
Thou art not so wnkintP 

^-fs mans ingratitude; 
Thy tooth is not so keeny 
Because thou art not seenj^ 

Although thf breath ke rude. 
Heigh y ho! singy heighy ho! utUo the green holly: 
Most ff^endship isjeigningy most loving mere Jolly : 
Theny heighy hoy the holly! 

This life is most Jolly. 

* Thou art not so mikiDd, Jk.] That is, thy action is not so 
contrary to thy kimd, or to human nature^ as the ingratitude of 
roan. 

> Thy tooth is not so keen. 
Because thou art not seen,^ It is the opinion of the best com- 
mentators^ that this can only be tortured into a meaning. Dr. 
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II. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky. 
That dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot: 
Though thou the waters warp. 
Thy sting is not so sharp 

As friend remember d not.* 
Height ho! sing, heigli, hoi &c. 

Duke S. If that you were the good sir Rowland*8 
son, — 
As you have whispered faithfully, you were; 
And as mine eye doth his efEgies witness 
Most truly limn'd, and living in your fece, — 
Be truly welcome hither : I am the duke, 
Tliat lov*d your father : The residue of your fortunes, 
Go to my cave and tell me. — Grood old man. 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is : 
Support him by the arm. — Give me your hand, 
And let me all your fortunes understand. [Exeunt. 



JobnsQD paraphxaset thus: — Tkou vmier wnd, tkt/ rudmeis gives 
the leu pain, as thou art not seen, a$ thou art an enemt/ that dott 
not brave us with thy presence, and whose unkindness is therefore 
not aggravated by intuit, 

* As friend remembered notJ] Remembered fer rememhering^ 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. A Room in the Palace. 



Enter Duke Frederick, Oliver, Lords, and 
Attendants. 

Duke F. Not see him since ? Sir, sir, that can^ | 
not be: 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 
I should not seek an absent argument* 
Of my revenge, thou present: But look to it; 
Find out thy brother, wheresoe'er he is; 
Seek him with candle ; bring him dead or living. 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine,^! 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands ; 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother's mouth. 
Of what we think against thee. 

Oli. O, that your highness knew my heart in this! | 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 

Duke F. More villain thou. — Well, push him oul 
of doors; 
And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent* upon his house and lands: 
Do this expediently,^ and turn him going. 

[^Exeunt. ' 

' an absent argument — 1 An argument is used for the 

contents of a book, tbence Shakspeare coasidered it as meaning the 
mhject, and (hen used it for suhject in yet another sense. 

* Make an extent — ] " To make an extent of lands," is a I^al 
phrase, from the words of a writ, (extendi f-ieias,) whereby the 
sheriff is directed to cause certain lands to be appraised to thrar 
fijll extended value, before he delivers them to the person entitled 
under a lecognizaace, &c. in order that it may be certainly koowD 
how soon the debt will be paid Malone. 

^ '—^ eipedienfly,] That is, txpeditiously. 
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SCENE II. 

The Forest. 
£«/«• Orlando, with a paper. 

Orl. Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love: 

And, thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above. 

Thy huntress' name, that my full hfe doth sway. 
O Rosalind! these trees shall be my books, 

And in their barks my thoughts I'll character; 
That every eye, which in this forest looks, 

Shall see thy virtue witness'd every where. 
Run, run, Orlando ; carve, on every tree. 
The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive" she. [Exit. 

Enter CoBiN nwrfToucHSToKE. 



Cor. And how like yoi 
ter Touchstone ? 



this shepherd's life, mas- 



I 



Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is 
a good life ; but in respect that it is a shepherd's life, 
it is naught. In respect that it is solitary, I like it 
very well ; but in respect that it is private, it is a 
very vile life. Now in respect it is in the fields, it 
pleaseth me well; but in respect it is not in the 
court, it is tedious. As it is a spare life, look you, 
it fits my humour well; but as there is no more 
plenty in it, it goes much against my stomach. Hast 
any philosophy in thee, shepherd? 

Car. No more, but that I know, the more one 
sickens, the worse at ease he is j and that he that 
wants money, means, and content, is without three 
good friends : — That the property of rain is to wet, 
and fire to burn: That good pasture makes fat 

* wuxprtuivt — ] For puxyrtmbk. 
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sheep ; and that a great c 



of the night, ts ladLM 
wit by I 



I learned 
nature nor art, may complain of good breeding, 
comes of a very dull kindred. 

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast 
ever in court, shepherd? 

Cor. No, truly. 

Touch, Then thou art damn'd, 

Cor, Nay, I hope, 

Touch. Truly, thou art damn'd ; like an ill-roasted 
egg,* all on one side. 

Cor. For not being at court? Your reason, 

Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court, thoit! 
never saw'st good manners; if thou never 
good manners, then thy manners must be wickedi 
and wickedness is sin, and sin is damnation: Thon| 
art in a parlous state, sliepherd. 

Cor. Not a whit, Touchstone; those, that are 
good manners at the court, are as ridiculous in the 
country, as the behaviour of the countrj' is most 
mockable at the court. You told me, you salute 
not at the court, but you kiss your hands; that 
courtesy would be uncleanly, if courtiers were shep- 
herds. 

Touch. Instance, briefly; come, instance. 

Cor, Why, we are still handling our ewes; and 
their fells, you know, are greasy. 

Touch. Why, do not your courtier's hands sweat? 
and is not the grease of a mutton as wholesome as 
the sweat of a man? Shallow, shallow: A bettff 
instance, I say; come. 



' may cotnplain of gcxxl brecdin^,'\ Mai/ coniploia of % 

good education, for being «o inefficient, of m little use to him. 

Maloks. 

* like an iU-roastrd fgg,^ Of this jeat 1 do oot fully com- 
prehend tlie meaning. Johnson. 

Shakspeare's similies hardly ever run on four feet. Malonb. 
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Cor. Besides, our hands are hard. 

Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner. 
Shallow, again: A more sounder instance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr'd over with the sur- 
gery of our sheep ; And would you have us kiss tar ? 
The courtier's hands are perfumed with civet. 

Touch. Most shallow man! Thou worms-meat, 
in respect of a good piece of flesh : Indeed 1 — Leam 
of the wise, and perpend: Civet is of a baser birth 
than tar; the very uncleanly flux of a cat- Mend 
the instance, shepherd. 

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me; I'll 
rest. 

Touch. Wilt thou rest damn'd? God help Uiee, 
shallow man! God make incision in thee!** thou art 
raw.' 

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer; I earn that I eat, 
get that I wear; owe no man hate, envy no man's 
happiness; glad of other men's good, content with 
my harm : and the greatest of my pride is, to see 
my ewes graze, and my Iambs suck. 

Touch. That is another simple sin in you; to 
bring the ewes and the rams together, and to ofltr 
to get your living by the copulation of cattle: to be 
bawd to a bell-wether;' and to betray a she-lamb of 
a twelvemonth, to a crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly 
ram, out of all rcasonal)le match. If thou be'st 
not damn'd for this, the devil himself will have no 
shepherds; I cannot see else how thou shouldst 
'scape. 

• make incUion in thrrf] Warburlon says, to make inci- 

don was a proverbial exprension llwn id vogue for, to make to un- 
derstand. But Sieeveus tliinks ihc (illusion \t to that common cx- 
presuon, of culling mck a one for the timpU*. In either case wc 
reeret the protiuieness, 
" — lion art raw] i. e. thou an Ignorant} luiexperienced. 

' baaii Itra bell-wetbcTi] lyelker and ram hid ancwnily 

the (ame tneaning. Joiixsok. 
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Cor. Here comes young master Ganymede^ my 
new mistresses brother. 

Enter Rosaukd, reading a paper. 

Ros. From the east to western Indj 
No jewel is like Rosalind. 
Her worthy being mounted on the wind, 
Through all the world bears Rosalind. 
All the pictures J fairest lirCd^ 
Are but black to Rosalind. 
Let no face be kept in mind. 
But the fair* of Rosalind. 

Touch, m rhyme you so, eight years together ; 
dimiers^ and suppers^ and sleeping hours excepted : 
it is the right butter- woman*s rank to market.^ 

Ros. Out, fool! 

Touch. For a taste : 

7)r a hart do lack a hind. 

Let him seek out Rosalind. 

If the cat will after kind. 

So, be sure, will Rosalind. 

Winter 'garments must be lind. 

So must slender Rosalind. 

They that reap, must sheaf and bind; 

Then to cart with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sowrest rind. 

Such a nut is Rosalind. 

He that sweetest Rose will find. 

Must find loves prick, and Rosalind. 

' fairest lin*d,] i. e. most fairXy delineated. 

* BtU the feir — ] Fair is beauty, complexion, 

* rank to market,'] Sir T. Hanmer reads — ^rate to market, 

which Mr. Malone approves. The hobbling metre of these verses^ 
(says Touchstone,) is like the ambling, shuffling pace of a batter- 
woman's horse, going to market. 
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This is the very false gallop of verses j Why do you 
infect yourself with them ? 

Ros. Peace, you dull fool ; 1 found them on a 
tree. 

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Ros. I'll grafF it with you, and then I shall grafF 
it with a medlar : then it will be the earliest fruit* 
in the country; for you'll be rotten e'er you be 
half ripe, and that's the right virtue of the med- 
lar. 

Touch. You have said; but whether wisely or no, 
let the forest judge. 

Enter Cbi.ia, reading a paper. 

Ros. Peace! 
Here comes my sister, reading; stand aside. 

Cel. ffloj should this desert silent bef 

For it is unpeopled? No ; 
Tongues I'll hang on evert/ tree. 

That shall civil sayings show J 
Some, how brief the life of man 

Runs his erring pilgrimage; 
That the stretching of a span 

Buckles in his sum of age. 
Some, of violated vows 

'Twixt the souls of friend and friend: 
But upon the fairest boughs. 

Or at every sentence' end, 



* — th earliest fniU — ] Sbakspeare seems to have had 
little knowledge in gardening. 91ie medlar is one of the laletl 
fiuiu, being uneatable liU the end of November. Steevens. 

'' T&al lAall civH tai/ingt shovi.} CivU, 1 believe, is not design- 
edly of^iosed to to/ifary. It meani only gran;, or tolemn. 

SlEEVEMS. 

VOL. ut. Y 
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fTiIl f Rosalinda write; 

Teaching all that read, to hnou> 
The quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven would in little skow.^ 
Therefore heaven nature charged 

That one body should be filCd 
With all graces wide enlargd: 

Nature presently dislilPd 
Helens cheek, but not her heart ; 

Cleopatra s majesty, 
j^talanta's better part i^ 

Sad Lucretia's modesty. 
Thus Rosalind of many parts 

By heavenly synod was devis'd; 
Of many faces, eyes, and hearts, 

To have the touches' dearest priz'd. 
Heaven would that she these gifts should hate. 
And 1 to live and die her slave. 



Ros. O most gentle Jupiter ! — what tedious ho- 
mily of love have you wearied your parishioners 
withal, and never cry'd, Have patience, good people / 

Cel. How now! backfriends; — Shepherd, go off 
a little: — Go with him, sirrah. 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an honour- 
able retreat; though not with bag and baggage, yet 
with scrip and scrippage. 

lExeunt Corin o/jc? Touchstone. 

" tn little i/iow.'} The allusion is to a mitiiatiire-porlrait. 

The current phrase in our author's time was "painted in little." 

Maloke, 

" Atalanta's better part i] The commentators are not agreed 
what this lady's belter part was: Dr. Johnson inclines to her 
beauty; Mr. 'Toilet to her virgiB chastity; Dr. Fanner and Mr. 
Malone to her witi Mr. Steevens sums up the evideace in these 
words: " After all, I believe tliat Atalanta's better part, means 
only — lAe bat part about her, such as was most commended." 

' ^^ t/ic lauckei — ] The features ; tea traits. 
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Cel. Didst thou hear these verses ? 

Ron. O, yes, I heard tliem all, and more too j 
for some of them had in them more feet than the 
verses would bear. 

Cel. That's no matter ; the feet might bear the 
verses. 

Ros. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not 
bear themselves without the verse, and therefore 
stood lamely in the verse. 

Cel. But didst thou hear, without wondering 
how thy name should be hang'd and carved upon 
these trees ? 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the 
wonder, before you came; for look here what I 
found on a palm-tree :' I was never so be-rhymed 
since Pythagoras' time, that I was an Irish rat,' 
which I can hardly remember. 

Cel. Trow you, who hath done this ? 

Ros. Is it a man ? 

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his 
neck : Change you colour ? 

Ron. I pr'ythee, who? 

Cel. O lord, lord! it is a hard matter for friends 
to meet;'' but mountains may be removed with 
earthquakes, and so encounter. 

Ros. Nay, but who is it ? 

Cel. Is it possible f 



' .-a palm-tTK:] A palm-lm, in tlie foresi of Ardem, 
is as mucfa out of iu place, as ibe lioneu in a subsequeal 
scene. 

' — I was nnrr so bc'rhvmcd liace Pfitha^orat' time, that I 
wu an Irish rat.] Rosalind U a veiy learned lady. She alludes to 
ihe PythagoFeao doctrine, which teaches that soul* transmigrate 
from one animal to another, and relates that in his tinie she waa 
an Iruh rat, and hy some metrical charm was rhymed to death. 

JolINSOll. 

*^-~~Jrie»dt to ni«(;] Alluding ironically to the proverb: 
" Priendi may meet, but mountains never greet " 

y 1 
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Ros. Nay, I pray thee now, with most petitionary 
vehemence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonder- 
ful wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after 
that out of all whooping!' 

Ros. Good my complexion!" dost thou think, 
thougli I am caparison 'd like a man, I have a doub- 
let and hose in my disposition ? One inch of delay 
more is a South-sea-off discovery.' I pr'ythee, tell 
me, who is it? quickly, and speak apace: I would 
thou couldst stammer, that thou might' st pour this 
concealed man out of thy mouth, as wine comes 
out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle; either too much at 
once, or none at all. I pr'ythee take the cork out 
of thy mouth, that I may drink thy tidings. 

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Ros. Is he of God's making? What manner of 
man? Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a 
beard? 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Ros. Why, God will send more, if the man wll 
be thankful : let me stay the growth of his beard, 
if thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

Cel. It is young Orlando; that tripp'd up the 
wrestler's heels, and your heart, both in an instant. 

Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking; speak sad 
brow, and true maid." 

' ' out of all whooping!] i. e. out of all measure, or 
reckoaing. This appears to have been a phrase of the same im- 
port as another formerly in use, " out of all cry." 

' Good my compUiiim /~] A little unmeaning exclamatory ad- 
dress to her beauty; in the nature of a small oath. Ritson. 

' One inch ijf ' delay mure is a South-Ka-of dincorery.'] The old 
copy reads — it a Soufi-tea of ditcorerie : which, says Mr, Henley, 
is the only reading that can preserve the sense of Bosalind. A 
Soath-tea of ducuvrrv, is not a discovery, as fak OFF, but as 
coHPREHEN^iv t as the Soulb-sea^ which, being the largest in 
the world, atfords the widest scope for exercising curiosity. 

* —— iptak sad biov), and trae muid,'\ i, e. speak wJlL a grave 
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Cel. I'feith, coz, 

Ros. Orlando? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Ros. Alas the day! what shall I do with my 
doublet and hose ? — What did he, when thou saw'st 
him? What said he? How look'd he? Wherein 
went he?" What makes he here? Did he ask for 
me? Where remains he? How parted he with thee? 
and when shalt thou see him again ? Answer me in 
one word. 

Cel. You must borrow me Garagantua's mouth' 
first: 'tis a word too great for any mouth of this 
age's size : To say, ay, and no, to these particul^s, 
is more than to answer in a catechism. 

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest, 
and in man's apparel ? Looks he as freshly as he did 
the day he wrestled ? 

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies,' as to resolve 
the propositions of a lover: — but take a taste of my 
finding him, and relisli it witli a good observance, 
I found him under a tree, like a dropp'd acorn. 

Ros, It may well be call'd Jove's tree, when it 
drops forth such fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Ros. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he, stretch'd along, like a wounded 
knight. 



countenance, and as truly as thou art a virgin i speak serknuly and 
boneitly. 

* lykertm umf Ar^] jn what manner was be clotlicd? How 
did be pi dressed! 

' — -■ Garaganma'i moutk — 1 Rosalind requires nine question* 
to be answered in out vord. Celia telU tier that a word of tucb 
magnitude is too big for any mouth but tliat of Garagantua the 
giant of Rabelais. Johnson. 

' ■— -■ to count atomies,] Atomit* are those minute particles 
discernible in a stream of sunshine thai breaks into a darkened 
room. Hehlet. 
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Ros. Though it be pity to see such a aight, it well 
becomes the ground. 

Cel. Cry, holla! to thy tongue/ I pr'ythee; it 
curvets very unseasonably. He was fumish'd like a 
hunter. 

Ro.-!. O ominous! he cornea to kill my heart.* 

Cel. I would sing my song without a burden: 
thou bring' St me out of tune. 

Ros. Do you not know I am a woman ? when I 
think, I must speak. Sweet, say on. 

Enter Orlando and Jaques. 

Cel. You bring me out: — Soft! comes he not 
here? 

Ros. 'Tishe; slink by, and note him. 

[Celia ajid Rosalind retire. 

Jaq. I thank you for your company; but, good 
faith, I had as lief have been myself alone. 

Orl. And so had I; but yet, for fashion sake, 
I thank you too for your society. 

Jaq. God be with you ; let's meet as little as we 
can. 

Or!. I do desire we may be better strangers. 

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 
love-songs in their barks. 

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses with 
reading them ill-favouredly. 

Jaq. Rosalind is your love's name? 

Orl. Yes, just. 

Jaq. I do not like her name. 

Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you, 
when she was christen'd. 

Jaq. What stature is she of? 



' Cry, holla! lo t/i^ tongue,'] /fo//a was a term of the roanege, 
by which the rider restrained and sto/ip'd hia horse, 

* to kill mj/ bean.] A quibble between ieart and Aart, 
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Orl. Just as high as my heart. 

Jaq. You are full of pretty answers: Have you 
not been acquainted with goldsmiths' wives, and 
conn'd them out of rings ? 

Orl. Not SO; but I answer you right painted 
cloth,' from whence you have studied your ques- 
tions. 

Jaq. You have a nimble wit; I think it was made 
of Atalanta's heels. Will you sit down with me? 
and we two will rail against our mistress the world, 
and all our misery. 

Or/. I will chide no breather in the world, but 
myself; against whom I know most faults. 

Jaq, The worst fault you have, is to be in love. 

Orl. 'Tis a fault I will not change for your best 
virtue. I am weary of you. 

Jaq. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool, when 
I found you. 

Or/. He is drown'd in the brook; look but in, 
and you shall see him. 

Jaq. There shall I see mine own figure. 

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool, or a 
cypher. 

Jaq. I'll tarry no longer with you: farewell, good 
aignior love. 

Or!. I am glad of your departure; adieu, good 
monsieur melancholy. 

[^Exit JxauES. — Celia and Rosalind 
come forward. 

Ros. I will Speak to him like a saucy lacquey, and 
under that habit play the knave with him. — Do you 
hear, forester? 

Orl. Very well; What would you? 

Ros. I pray you, what is't a clock ? 

' tut I antteeryou right painted clotli,] This alludes to the 

fasliion in old tapestry tiangiiigs, of mottos and moral sei 
from the moutlis of the figures worked or painted in them. 
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Orl. You should ask. me, what time o'day ; there's 
no clock in the forest. 

Ros. Then there is no true lover in the forest ; 
else sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, 
would detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a 
clock. 

Orl. And why not the swift foot of time ? had not 
that been as proper ? 

Ros. By no means, sir: Time travels in divers 
paces with divers persons: I'll tell you who time 
ambles withal, who time trots withal, who time 
gallops withal, and who he stands still withal. 

Orl. I pr'ythee, who doth he trot withal? 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, 
between the contract of her marriage, and the day 
it is solemnized: if the interim be but a se'nnight, 
time's pace is so hard that it seems the length of 
seven years. 

Orl. Who ambles time withal ? 

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich 
man that hath not the gout: for the one steeps 
easily, because he cannot study ; and the other lives 
merrily, because he feels no pain : the one lacking 
the burden of lean and wasteful learning; the other 
knowing no burden of heavy tedious penury: 
These time ambles withal. 

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Ros. With a thief to the gallows: for though he 
go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too 
soon there. 

Or!. Who stays it still withal? 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation : for they sleep 
between term and term, and then they perceive not 
how time moves. 

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister; here in 
the skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 
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Orl. Are you native of this place E 

Has. As the coney, that you see dwell where she 
is kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you 
could purchase in so removed" a dwelling, 

Ros. I have been told so of many: but, indeed, 
an old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, 
who was in his youth an in-land man;^ one that 
knew courtship too well, for there he fell in love. 
I have heard him read many lectures against it; and 
I thank God, I am not a woman, to be touch'd 
with so many giddy otFences as he hath generally 
tax'd their whole sex withal. 

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal 
evils, that he laid to the charge of women ? 

Ros. There were none principal; they were all 
like one another, as half-pence are: every one fault 
seeming monstrous, till his fellow fault came to 
match it 

Orl. I pr'ythee, recount some of them. 

Ros. No; I will not cast away my physick, but 
on those that are sick. There is a man haunts the 
forest, that abuses cur young plants with carving 
Rosalind on their barks; hangs odes upon haw- 
thorns, and elegies on brambles; all, forsooth, 
deifying the name of Rosalind: if I could meet 
that fancy-monger, I would give him some good 
counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian of love 



upon 



him. 



pray you, 



Orl. I am he that is so love-shaked ; I 
lell me your remedy. 

Ros. There is none of my uncle's marks upon 
you: he taught me how to know a man in love; 



* ~^^ removfd — ] i. e, remole, sequestered. 
' — .— in-laod moil ,] h used in Uus plgy for one cniliifd, in 
opposition to the Tustkk of ihc priest. 
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in which cage of rushes, I am sure, you are not 
prisoner. 

Orl. What were his marks? 

Ros. A lean cheek ; which you have not : a blue 
eye,* and sunken; which you have not: an unques- 
tionable spirit;" which you have not: a beard neg- 
lected; which you have not: — but I pardon you 
for that; for, simply, your having' in beard is a 
younger brother's revenue: — Then your hose should 
be ungarter'd,^ your bonnet unhanded, your sleeve 
unbuttoned, your shoe untied, and every thing 
about you demonstrating a careless desolation. But 
you are no such man; you are rather point-device* 
in your accoutrements; as loving yourself, than 
seeming the lover of any other. 

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee 
believe I love. 

Ros. Me believe it? you may as soon make her 
that you love believe it; which, I warrant, she is 
apter to do, than to confess she does; that is one of 
the points in the which women still give the lie to 
their consciences. But, in good sooth, are you he 
that hangs the verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind 
is so admired? 

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of 
Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 

Ros. But are you so much in love as your rhymes 
speak? 

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how 
much. 

" a blae rj/f,] i. c, a blueness about the eyes. 

^ an unquestionable tpiril;] That is, a spirit tanvUlmg lo b* 

conxcTttdiiiitk. 

' your having — ] Having ia possession, estate. 

' Then your hoK shinild be ungarter'd, &c.] Tliese leem to 
have been the established and characteristical marks by which the 
votaries of love were denoted in the time of Shakspeare. 

' —— point-device — ] i. e. exact, drest with finical nicety. 
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Ros. Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell 
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you, 



deserves as well a dark house and a whip, as mad- 
men do : and the reason why they are not so pu- 
nished and cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary, 



that the whippers 



Yet I 



profess 
curing it by counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so f 
Ros. Yes, one; and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love, his mistress; and I set him 
every day to woo me: At which time would I, 
being but a moonish youth,* grieve, be effeminate, 
changeable, longing, and liking; proud, fantastical, 
apish, shallow, inconstant, full of tears, full of 
smiles; for every passion something, and for no 
passion truly any thing, as boys and women are for 
the most part cattle of this colour: would now like 
him, now loath him; then entertain him, then for. 
swear him; now weep for him, then spit at him; 
that I drave my suitor from his mad humour of love, 
to a living humour of madness; which was, to for- 
swear the full stream of the world, and to live in a 
nook merely monastick: And thus I cured him; and 
this way will 1 take upon me to wash your liver 
as clean as a sound sheep's heart, that there shall not 
be one spot of love in't, 

Orl. I would not be cured, youth. 

Rox. I would cure you, if you would but call me 
Rosalind, and come everj' day to my cote, and woo 
me. 

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will; tell 
me where it is. 

Ros. Go with me to it, and I'll show it you : and, 
by the way, you shall tell me where in the forest you 
live : Will you go ? 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 



- a moooiifa jmUh,} i. e. variable. 
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Roi. Nay, you must call me Rosalind: — Come, 
sister, will you go ? [^Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey;* Jaqubs at a 
distance, observing them. 

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey; I will fetch 
up your goats, Audrey : And how, Audrey ? am I 
the man yet? Doth my simple feature content you? 

Aud. Your features ! Lord warrant us ! what 
features ? 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the 
most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the 
Goths." 

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited!' worse than 
Jove in a thatch 'd house I [/Kside. 

Touch. When a man's verses cannot be under- 
stood, nor a man's good wit seconded with the for- 
ward child, understanding, it strikes a man more 
dead than a great reckoning in a little room:' — 
Truly, I would the gods had made thee poetical. 

' Attdrty ;] Is a corruption of ElAeldreda. The saint of 

that name is so styled in ancieat calendars. 

' aa the rao*( capricious port, honest Ovid, inas among tie 

Goths.] Capriciotm is not here humourwme, fantastical, &c. but 
laiciviovs. Upton. 

Mr. Upton is, perhaps, too refined in his interpretation of 
capricious. Our author remembered that caper was the Laiia for a 
goat, and thence chose this epithet. This, 1 believe, is the 
whole. There is a poor quibble between goats and Got&i. 

Ma LONE. 

'' -—iU-inhubittd!'\ i. e. ill-lodged. An unusual sense of the 

' ■ it sirikrt a man more dead than a great reckoning w » 
Utile room:'} A great reckoning, in a little room, implies that the 
entertainment was mean, and the bill extravagant. 
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jiud. I do not know what poetical is : Is it honest 
in deed, and word ? Is it a true thing ? 

Touch. No, truly; for the truest poetry is the 
most feigning; and lovers are given to poetry; and 
what they swear in poetry, may be said, as lovers, 
they do feign. 

Jlud. Do you wish then, that the gods had made 
me poetical ? 

Touch. I do, truly, for thou swear'st to me, thou 
art honest ; now, if thou wert a poet, I might have 
some hope thou didst feign. 

j^ud. Would you not nave me honest ? 

Touch. No truly, unless thou werthard-favour'dt 
for honesty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a 
sauce to sugar. 

Jaq. A material fool 1 " [j4side. 

Aud. Well, I am not fair; and therefore I pray 
the gods make me honest ! 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a 
foul slut, were to put good meat into an unclean 
dish. 

Aud. I am not a slut, though I thank the gods I 
am foul.' 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foul- 
ness! sluttishness may come hereafter. But be it as 
it may be, I will marry thee, and to that end, I have 
been with Sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the 
next village; who hath promised to meet me in this 
place of the forest, and to couple us, 

Jaq. I would fain see this meeting. [Aside. 

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy ! 

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fear- 
ful heart, stagger in this attempt; for here we have 
no temple but the wood, no assembly but hom- 



*<f malerial/tw/.'] A fool with matter in bim^ a fool stocked 
with ooiioDS. 

' 1 am foul.] Not £ur, or bomelx. 
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beasts. But what though?' Courage! As horns 
are odious, they are necessary. It is said, — Many 
a man knows no end of his goods: right: many a 
man has good horns, and knows no end of them. 
Well, that is the dowry of his wife; 'lis none of his 

own getting. Horns? Even so: 'Poor men 

alone ? No, no ; the noblest deer hath them as 

huge as the rascal.' Is the single man therefore 
blessed? No: as a wall'd town is more worthier than 
a village, so is the forehead of a married man more 
honourable than the bare brow of a bachelor : and 
by how much defence* is better than no skill, by so 
much is a horn more precious than to want. 

Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 

Here comes sir Oliver:' — Sir Oliver Mar-text, you 
are well met: Wilt you despatch us here under this 
tree, or shall we go with you to your chapel ? 

Sir Oli, Is there none here to give the woman? 

Touch. I will not take her on gift of any man. 

Sir Oli. Truly, she must be given, or the mar- 
riage is not lawful. 

Jaq. [Discovering himself.^ Proceed, proceed; 
I'll give her. 

Touch. Good even, good master ffhal ye calVt: 
How do you, sir? You are very well met: God'ild 
you* for your last company : I am very glad to see 

» -uihat thoughr'] What tlien? 

' the riuea/.] Lean, poor deer, are called rascal deer, 

*- defence — ] Defence, aa here opposed lo "no skill," 

Hgnifies the art of fencing, 

* n> OUvcr:'\ He that has taken his first degree at the 

iiniversily, is in the academical style called Dominus, and in com- 
mon language was heretofore termed Sir. The Sir Hu^ Evan* 
of Shakspeare is not a Welsh knigljt who hath taken oMers, but 
only a Welsh clergyman without any regular degree from either of 
the Universities. See Barrington's History of the Gtiedir Family. 
Nichols, 

" -■ ■■ God'ild you —^ i. e. God yitid you, God reward you. 
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you: — Even a toy in hand here, sin — Nay; pray, 
be cover'd. 

Jat]. Will you be married, motley? 

Touch. As the ox hath his bow,' sir, the horse his 
curb, and the faulcon her bells, so man hath hia de- 
sires; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be nib- 
bling. 

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your breeding, 
be married under a bush, like a beggar? Get you 
to church, and have a good priest that can tell you 
what marriage is ; this fellow will but join you to- 
gether as tliey join wainscot : then one of you will 
prove a shrunk pannel, and, like green timber, 
warp, warp. 

Touch. I am not in the mind but I were better to 
be married ofhim than of another: for he is not like 
to marry me well ; and not being well married, it 
will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave my 
wife. [Aside. 

Jag. Gk) thou with me, and let me counsel thee. 

Touch. Come, sweet Audrey; 
We must be married, or we must live in bawdry. 
Farewell, good master Oliver ! 

Not — O sweet Oliver, 

O brave Oliver, 
Leave me not behi' thee ; 

But — Wind away, 

Begone, I say, 
I will not to wedding wi' thee. 

[£a:eun( JxauES, Touchstone, awt/AuDRBY, 

Sir Oti. TIs no matter; ne'er a fantastical knave 
of them all shall flout me out of my calling. [^Exit. 

^ Am bow.] i. e. hi» yokr. The aocteni yoke in form re- 

lemUed a boa. 
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SCENE IV. 
The same. Before a Collage. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Ros. Never talk to me, I will weep. 

Cel. Do, I pr'ythec ; but yet have the grace to 
consider, that tears do not become a man. 

Ros. But have I not cause to weep ? 

Cel. As good cause as one would desire ; there- 
fore weep. 

Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling colour. 

Cel. Something browner than Judas's :* marry, his 
kisses are Judas's own children, 

Ros. rfaith, his hair is of a good colour." 

Cel. An excellent colour : your chesnut was ever 
the only colour. 

Ros. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the 
touch of holy bread." 

Cel. He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana: 
a nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not more re- 
ligiously ; the very ice of chastity is in them. 

Ros. But why did he swear he would come this 
morning, and comes not ? 

Cel. Nay certainly, there is no truth in him. 

Ros. Do you think so ? 

'Something browner than Judas's;] JurfflJ was constan I ly re- 
presented in ancient painting or tapestry, with red hair and btnrd, 

* I'imth, his hair is of' a good cvlour.} There is much of na- 
mre m this petty pCTverseness of Rosalind: she finds fault in her 
h>ver, in hope to be contradicted, and when Celia in sportive ma* 
lice too readily seconds her accusations, she contradicts herself ra- 
ther than suffer her favounte to want a vindication. 

' as the touch of holy bread.] We should read beard, 

that is, as the kiss of an holy saint or hermit, called ihe kit <y 
charitu. This makes the comparison just and decentj the other 
impious and absurd. Wakbuston, 
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Cel. Yes : I think, he is not a pick-purse, nor a 
horse-stealer ; but for his verity in love, I do think 
him as concave as a cover'd goblet,^ or a worm-eaten 
nut. 

Ros. Not true in love ? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in ; but, I think he is not in. 

Ros. You have heard him swear downright, he 
was. 

Cel. ff-as is not is : besides, the oath of a lover 
is no stronger than the word of a tapster ; they are 
both the confirmersof false reckonings; He attends 
here in the forest on the duke your father. 

Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and had much 
question^ with him : He asked me, of what parentage 
I was ; I told him, of as good as he ; so he laugh'd, 
and let me go. But what talk we of fathers, when 
there is such a man as Orlando ? 

Cel. O, that's a brave man ! he writes brave 
verses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, and 
breaks them bravely, quite traverse, athwart* the 
heart of his lover;' as a puny tilter, that spurs his 
~iiorse but on one side, breaks his staff" like a noble 
goose : but all's brave, that youth mounts, and folly 
guides ; — Who comes here ? 

Enter Corin. 

Cor. Mistress, and master, you have oft enquired 
After the shepherd that complain'd of love ; 

' I as concave a* a cover'U gobtft,'] i. e. hollow, 

' miicA question — ] i. e. conversation, 

* quile Irmnte, athviart.iic.} An unexperienced lover is 

here compared to a jniny tiller, to whom it was a disgrace to have 
his lance broken across, as it was a mark eitlier of want of cou- 
rage or address. This happened when the horse flew on one side, 
in the career: and hence arose the Jocular proverbial phnue o^' 
tpuning Ike Aort onlf on ont tide. 

'.^^o/* ill* lover j] i, e. of bin misUvM. 

VOL. 111. Z 
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Who you saw sitting by me on the turf. 
Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

Cel. Weil, and what of him ? 

Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play'd. 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain. 
Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you, 
If you will mark. it. 

Ros. O, come, let us remove; 

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love: — 
Bring us unto this sight, and you shall say 
ril prove a busy actor in their play. [^Exeunt. 



SCENE V. 

jinotker Part of the Forest. 

Enter SlLvius and Phbbb. 

Sil. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not,' 
Phebe : 
Say, that you love me not ; but say not so 
In bitterness : The common executioner, 
Whose heart the accustom'd sight of death maket | 

hard. 
Falls not the axe upon the liumbled neck. 
But first begs pardon ; Will you sterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Cowin, at a distance, 

Phe. 1 would not be thy executioner; 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell'st me, there is murder in mine eye: 
'Tis pretty, sure, and very probable,'* 

*'Tupreltt/, sure, andvfiy priAable,'] Sure im turefy. 
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That eyes, — that are the frail'st and softest things, 

Who snut their coward gates on atomies, — 

Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers! 

Now I do frown on thee with all my heart ; 

And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee; 

Now counterfeit to swoon ; why now fall down ; 

Or, if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame, 

Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers. 

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee: 

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 

Some scar of it ; lean but upon a rush. 

The cicatrice and capable imprcssure' 

Thy palm some moment keeps: but now mine eyes. 

Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 

Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 

That can do hurt. 

Sil. O dear Phebe, 

If ever, (as that ever may be near,) 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy," 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible 
That love's keen arrows make. 

Phe. But, till that time, 

Come not thou near me : and, when that time comes, 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not ; 
As, till that time, I shall not pity thee. 

Ros. And why, I pray you? ij^dvandng.'] Who 
might be your mother," 
That you insult, exult, and all at once. 
Over the wretched ? What though you have more 
beauty. 



' Thf cifatriee and capable imjiresmre — ] Ckatrke is here not 
v«y properly used; it \» tlic scar of a wound. Capable inay mean 
ben>--percq>tibU . 

' pmerr nf fancy.] Vancy U here used for Utct. 

• ■ Who mi^ht ii- (four mo/ifr,] It is common for llie poet* 

(o express cruelty by saying, of tliose who commit it, thai they 
werebomof roclii, or tuckkd by ligreues. Joukbon. 

%1 
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(As, by my faith, I see no more in you 

Than without candle may go dark to bed,) 

Must you be therefore proud and pitiless r 

Why, wliat means this ? Why do you look on 

me? 
I see no more in you, than in the ordinary 
Of nature's sale-work : ' — Od's my little life ! 
I think, she means to tangle my eyes too: — 
No, 'faith, proud mistress, hope not after it; 
'Tis not your inky brows, your black-silk hair, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream. 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. — 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow 

her, 
Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain ? 
You arc a thousand times a properer man, i 

Than she a woman; 'Tis such fools as you, ' 

That make the world full of ill-favour'd children: 
Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her; 
And out of you she sees herself more proper. 
Than any of her lineaments can show her. — 
But, mistress, know yourself; down on your knees. 
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love : 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, — 
Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets : 
Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his offer ; 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoff^er.^ 
So, take her to thee, shepherd; — fare you well. 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you cliide a year to- 
gether ; 
I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

Ros. He's fallen in love with her foulness, and 



^ Of nature i sale-work;] The allusion is to the practice of 
mechanidu, whose v:nrk bespoke is more elaborate than that 
which is made up for chance customers. 

• Fuul it moit foul, bring foul to he a wo/fcr.] TTie seiwe i», 
Tie iglj/ stem moat ugly, vikai, though ugly, tiry art Koftrt, 
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she'll fall in love with my anger : If it be so, as fast 
as she answers thee with frowning looks, I'll sauce 
her with bitter words. — Why look you so upon me ? 

Phe. For no ill will I bear you. 

Ros. I pray you, do not fall in love with me. 
For I am falser than vows made in wine : 
Besides, I like you not : If you will know my house, 
'Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by : — 
Will you go, sister ? — Shepherd, ply her hard : — 
Come, sister: — Shepherdess, look on him better, 
And be not proud : though all the world could 

see. 
None could be so abusM in sight as he.* 
Come, to our flock. 

\Exeuni Rosalind, Celia, and Cobin. 

Pke. Dead shepherd I now I find thy saw of 
might ; 
Who ever lovd, that lov'd not atjirst sight?* 

Sil. Sweet Phebe,— 

Phe. Ha! what say'flt thou, Silvius? 

Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 

Sil. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be ; 
If you do sorrow at my grief in love. 
By giving love, your sorrow and my grief 
Were both extermin'd. 

Phe. Thou hast my love; Is not that neigh- 
bourly ? 

Sil. I would have you. 

Phe. Why, that were covelousness. 

Silvius, the time was, that 1 hated thee; 

' liougli all Ike world tonld set, * 

None could 6e to abut'd in sight as h.] Though all mankind 
coald look on you, none could be so deceived a» to think you 
beautiful but be. Johksos. 

* Dead ihepktrd ! nmc 1 find Iky s<m of might ; 
Who ever lovd, that lov'd rot at first ii^t ?] The second o( 
thete lines is from Marlowe's Hero and Ltander, l6S7. 
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Ros. Why then, 'tis good to be a post. 

Jaq. I have neither the scholar's melancholy, 
which is cmalation; nor the musician's, which is 
fantastical ; nor the courtier's, which is proud; nor 
the soldier's, which is ambitious; nor the lawyer's, 
which is politick; nor the lady's, which is nice;^ 
nor the lover's, which is all these: but it is a melan- 
choly of mine own, compounded of many simples, 
extracted from many objects: and, indeed, the sun- 
dry contemplation of my travels, 'n which my often 
rumination wraps me, is a most humorous sad- 
ness. 

Ros. A traveller 1 By my faith, you have great 
reason to be sad: I fear, you have sold your own 
lands, to see other men's; then, to have seen much, 
and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor 
hands. 

Jaq. Yes, I have gained my experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

Ros. And your experience makes you sad; I had 
rather have a fool to make me merry, than experi- 
ence to make me sad ; and to travel for it too. 

Or/. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind ! 

Jaq. Nay then, God be wi' you, an you talk in 
blank verse. [£xt(, 

Ros. Farewell, monsieur traveller: Look, you 
lisp, and wear strange suits; disable^ all the bene- 
fits of your own country; be out of love with your 
nativity, and almost chide God for making you that 
countenance you are ; or I will scarce think you have 
swam in a gondola.' — Why, how now, Orlando! 



' which is nicci] i, e. silly, t 

' ■ disable — ] i. e. undervalue. 

" swam in a gondola.} Ilia t is, fceoJ a( Venice, the B»t at 

that time of all licentioiuncss, where the youDg English geatleinen 
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where have you been all this while ? You a lover? — 
An you serve me such another trick, never come in 
my sight more. 

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of 
my promise. 

Ros. Break an hoar's promise in love? He that 
will divide a minute into a thousand parts, and 
break but a part of the thousandth part of a minute 
in the affairs of love, it may be said of him, that 
Cupid hath clap'd him o'the shoulder, but I warrant 
him heart-whole. 

Orl. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

Ros. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in 
my sight; 1 had as lief bewoo'd of a snail. 

Orl. Of a snail ? 

Ros. Ay, of a snail; for though he comes slowly, 
he carries his house on his head; a better jointure, 
I think, than you can make a woman: Besides, he 
brings his destiny with him. 

OrL What's that? 

Ros. Why, horns; which such as you are fain to 
be beholden to your wives for: but he comes 
armed in his fortune, and prevents the slander of 
his wife. 

Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rosalind 
is virtuous. 

Ros. And I am your Rosalind. 

Cel. It pleases him to call you so; but he hath a 
Rosdind of a better leer than you.' 

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I am in 
a holiday humour, and like enough to consent:^ 
What would you say to me now, an 1 were your 
very very Rosalind ? 



wuted their fortanes, debased their morals, and « 
their religion. 

' a Roialmd of a better leer lion you,} i. e. of a better 

feature, compleiion, or colour, than you. 
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Or/. I would kiss, before I spoke. 

Ros. Na.y, jou were better speak 6rst ; and when 
you were gravelled for lack of matter, you might 
take occasion to kiss. Very good orators, when 
they are out, they will spit; and for lovers, lacking 
(God warn us!) matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss. 

Orl. How if the kiss be denied ? 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there 
begins new matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress ? 

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your 
mistress; or J should think my honesty ranker than 
my wit. 

Orl. What, of my suit ? 

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of 
your suit. Am not I your Rosalind? 

Orl. I take some joy to say you are, because I 
would be talking of her. 

Ros. Well, in her person, I say — I will not have 
you. 

Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die. 

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world ' 
is almost six thousand years old, and in all this time 
there was not any man died in his own person, vide- 
licet, in alove-cause. Troilas had his brains dashed 
out with a Grecian club; yet he did what he could 
to die before ; and he is one of the patterns of love. 
Leander, he would have lived many a fair year, 
though Hero had turned nun, if it had not been for 
a hot midsummer night: for, good youth, he went 
but forth to wash him in the Hellespont, and, 
being taken with the cramp, was drowned ; and the 
foolish chroniclers of that age found it was — Hero 
of Sestos. But these are all lies; men have died 
from time to time, and worms have eaten them, but 
not for love. 
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Orl. I would not have my riglit Rosalind of this 
mind ; for, I protest, her frown might kill me. 

Rox. By this hand, it will not kill a fly: But 
come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more 
coming-on disposition ; and ask me what you will, I 
will grant it. 

Orl. Then love me, Rosalind. 

Roa. Yes, faith wilt I, Fridays, and Saturdays, 
and all. 

Orl, And wilt thou have me? 

Ro3. Ay, and twenty euch. 

Orl. What say'st thou? 

Rox. Are you not good? 

Orl. I hope so. 

^£1,?. Why then, can one desire too much of a 
good thing? — Come, sister, you shall be the priest, 
and many us. — Give me your hand, Orlando: — 
What do you say, sister ? 

Orl. Pray thee, marry us. 

Cel. I cannot say the words. 

Ros. You must begin, fVUlyau, Orlando, — 

Cel. Goto: Will you, Orlando, havetoivife 

this Rosalind? 

Orl. I will. 

Ros. Ay, but when? 

Orl. Why now ; as fast as she can marry us. 

Ros. Then you must say, — / take thee, Roxalind, 
for wife. 

Orl. I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 

Ro.1. I might ask you for your commission; but, 
— I do take thee, Orlando, for my husband : There 
a girl goes before the priest; and, certainly, a wo- 
man's thought runs betore her actions. 

Orl. So do all thoughts; they are winged. 

Ros. Now tell me, now long you would have her, 
after you have possessed her. 

Orl. For ever, and a day. 



08* AS YOU LIKE IT. 

Ros. Say a day, without the ever: No, no, Or- 
lando; men are April when they woo, December I 
when they wed: maids are May when they are 
maids, but the sky changes when they are wives. I 
will be more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock- 
pigeon over his hen; more clamorous than a parrot 
against rain; more new-fangled than an ape; more 
giddy in my desires than a monkey ; I will weep for 
nothing, like Diana in the fountain,^ and I will do 
that when you are disposed to be merry; I will 
laugh like a h)en,* and that when thou art inclined 
to sleep. . 

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so ? J 

Ros. By my life, she will do as I do. 

Orl. O, but she is wise. 

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do 
this: the wiser, the^ way warder: Make the doors* 
upon a woman's wit, and it will out at the casement; 
shut that, and 'twill out at the key-hole; stop 
that, 'twill fly with the smoke out at the chimney. 

Orl. A man that had a wife with such a wit, he 
might say, — H^t, whither wilt ?^ 

Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till 
you met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's 

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excuse that? 
Ros. Marry, to say, — she came to seek you there. 



* I ■Biill icefp for tiolking, like Diana in the fountmn^ 

Statues, and particularly that of Diana, witli waler conveyed 
through them to give the appearance of weeping figures, were an- 
ciently a frequent ornament of fountains. 

' 7 leill laugh like a hyen,] The bark of the hyena was an- 
ciently supposed to resemble a loud laugh. 

* Make the doors'—^ This is an expression used in several 

of the midland counties, instead of bar the door. 

* ' K'it, whilhcrKilt?'] This was an exclamation much in lue, 
when any one was either talking nonsense, or usurping a greater 
share in conversation than justly belonged to him. 
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You shall never take her without her answer, unless 
you take her without her tongue. O, that woman 
that cannot make her fault her husband's occasion," 
let her never nurse her child herself, for she will 
breed it like a fuol. 

Orl, For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave 
thee. 

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two 
hours. 

Orl. I must attend the duke at dinner; by two 
o'clock I will be with thee again. 

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; — I knew 
what you would pro\e; my friends told me as much, 
and I thought no less; — that flattering tongue of 
yours won me : — 'tis but one cast away, and so, — 
come, death. — Two o'clock is your hour? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and so 
God mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not 
dangerous, if you break one jot of your promise, 
or come one minute behind your hour, I will think 
you the most patlietical break -promise,' and the 
most hollow lover, and the most unwortliy of her 
you call Rosalind, that may be chosen out of the 
gross band of the unfaithful: therefore beware my 
censure, and keep your promise. 

Orl. With no less religion, than if thou wert 
indeed my Rosalind: So, adieu. 

Ros. Well, time is the old justice that examines 
all such offenders, and let time try : Adieu ! 

[Exit Oblando. 

Cel. You have simply misus'd our sex in your 
love-prate: we must have your doublet and hose 

' make ierfaull Aer huibaiuFi occiWMi,] That a, reprcMnt 

her fault as occasioned by ber husband. 

' Ihc moit patlietical brcak-pTomite,'\ Rosalind mtsmn h 

lover whose falsetiood would mwt deeply afftct hii n ' 



486 AS YOU LIKE IT. 

plucked over your head, and show the world what 
the bird hath done to her own nest. 

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that j 
thou didst know how many lathom deep I ain in 
love! But it cannot be sounded; my affection hath i 
an unknown bottom, like the bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather, bottomless; that as fast as you I 
pour affection in, it runs out. 

Ros. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus, 
that was begot of thought," conceived of spleen, 
and bom of madness; that blind rascally boy, that ' 
abuses every one's eyes, because his own are out, 
let him be judge, how deep I am in love: — I'll tell 
thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight of Or- 
lando: I'll go find a shadow, and sigh till he come. 

Cel. And I'll sleep. {^Exeunt. 



SCENE II, 

Another Part of the Forest. 

Enter Jaoues and Lords, in the habit of Forestert, 

Jaq. Which is he that killed the deer ? 

I Lord. Sir, it was I, 

Ja(j. Let's present him to the duke, like a Ro- 
man conqueror; and it would do well to set the 
deer's horns upon his head, for a branch of victory 
— Have you no song, forester, for this purpose? 

2 Lord. Yes, sir. 

Jaq. Sing it; 'tis no matter how it be in tune, so 
il make noise enough. 

* — — begot of thought,] i. e. of melancholy. 
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SONG. 

I. JVkat shall he have, ihat kilf d ihe deer ? 
IL. His leather skin, and horns to wear. 

1. Then sing him home : 
Take thou no scorn, to wear the horn ; CThe rmtlua 
r. . I . t < ^"^ ihi»ba»- 

It was a crest ere tnoii wast corn. Jden. 

1. Thy father's falher wore it; 
1. And thy father bore it: 
All. The horn, the horn, the lusty horn, 

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn, [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.o 

The Forest. 

Enter Rosalikd and Celia. 

Ros. How say you now? Is it not past two 
o'clock? And here much Orlando!' 

Cel. 1 warrant you, with pure love, and troubled 
brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone 
forth — to sleep: Look, who comes here. 

Enter Silvius. 

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth ; — 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this : 

\_Giving a letter. 
I know not the contents ; but, as I guess, 
By the stern brow, and waspish action 

* The foregoing muay scene wua introduiKd only to fill op on 
interval, which u to reprtient two hours. This cootractJOD of 
the lime we mi|ht impute lo poor Rosalind's impatience, but that 
a few minutes after we find Orlando sending his excuse. I do not 
see that hy any probable division of the Acts this absurdity can be 
obviated. Johnson. 

' and krrt much Orlando r\ Much ! was frequent!)' used to 

indicate disdain. 




titts letter, 

I 

lint dke co^ not love 



tkitldofaHii: 
Wbr vrriRs ^be» to mtT—Wfk, dK|iliena, ^vdl, 
Tfa^ is X leCDer i3(f toot o«n dciioe;. 

Sa^ Xo« I prattA, I kBov not die oontents; 
Phebe dkl wirse k. 

£af . CoHK^ osmt, yaa me m foo!. 

And tam*d into die lAUcaity of lore;. 
I saw her famd : she iag a I lmImju hmd, 
A fineestone-ooloar'd hand; I miy Ad tfamk 
That her old glofcs war cm, bat \sas ber hands ; 
She has a hosnfe'sfaaid: bat diifs no matter : 
Isav. ^lenefcrdUiBicnt this letter; 
Tliis is a man's inpentiQn, and his band. 

5;/. Sun?, it is hers- 

i?i\<. ^V^rr, 'tis a baistefoos and crod style, 
A sule for chalkngcrs; why, die defies me, 
like Turk to Christian: wtxnan*s gentle brain 
Could not drop forth 5uch giant-rnde invention. 
Such Ethiop tcYMtls, blacker in their effect 
Tlian in their countenance: — Will you hear the 
letter? 

SiL So please you, for I never heard it yet; 
Yet heard too much of Phdie^s crod^. 

Ros. She Phd>es me: Mark how thy tyrant 
writes* 

jirt thou god to shepherd turnd, fReads. 
That a maidens heart hath turnd? — 
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Can a woman rail thus ? 
Sil. Call you this railing? 

Ros. ffhy, ihy godhead laid apart, 

IVarrst thou witha woman s heart? 
Did you ever hear such railing ? — 

JVhiles the eye of man did woo me. 
That could do no vengeance^ to me. — 

Meaning me a beast. — 

If the scorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raise such love in mine, 
Alacky in me what strange effect 
Would they work in mild aspect? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love; 
How then might your prayers move? 
He, that brings this love to thee, 
Little knoit's this love in me: 
j4nd hy him seal up thy mind; 
H^iether that thy youth and kind* 
Will the faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that I can make-* 
Or else by him my love deny, 
And then I'll study how to die. 

Sil. Call jou this chiding? 

Cel. Alas, poor shepherd ! 

Ros. Do you pity him ? no, he deserves no pity. — 
Wilt thou love such a woman? — What, to make 
thee an instrument, and play false strains upon thee! 
not to be endured! — Well, go your way to her, (for 
I see, love hath made thee a tame snake,)* and say 

" rengtaiut — ] is used for •niirAiV/'. 

* i/irali and kind — ] Kind is the dd word for nature. 

* • all Ihal 1 can make;] i. e. raise aa proAt I'rom any thing. 

> / tec, line kath made thet a fame snake,)] Tliu leim wu, 

VOL. III. A A 
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this to her; — That if she love me, I charge her to 
love thee: if she will not, I will never have her, 
unless thou entreat for her. — If you be a true lover, 
hence, and not a word; for here comes more com- 
pany. [^Exit SiLVIUS. 

Enter Oliver. 

Oli. Good-morrow, fair ones: Pray you, if you 
know 
Where, in the purlieus of this forest," stands 
A sheep-cote, fenc'd about with olive-trees? 

Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour • 
bottom , 
The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream, 
Left on your right hand, brings you to the place : 
But at this hour the house doth keep itself. 
There's none within. 

OH. If that an eye may profit by a tongue. 
Then I should know you by description; 
Such garments, and such years: The boy is fair. 
Of female favour, and bestows himself 
Like a ripe sister: but the woman low, 
And brmvner than her brother. Are not you 
The owner of the house I did inquire for. 

Cel. It is no boast, being ask'd, to say, we are. 

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both ; 
And to that youth, he calls his Rosalind, 
He sends this bloody napkin;^ Are you he? 

in our author's lime, frequently used to express a poor contempliblQ 1 

' purlieus oflhisforeit,'] Purlimi, says Manwood's Trealiie 

ott the Forest Laws, c. si, " Is a certaineterritorie of groundad- 

joyning unto the forest, meared and bounded wiih unmoveable 
marks, meeres, and boundaries: which territories of ground wat 
also forest, and afterwards disaforested againe by the peram' ' 
tions made for ibe severing of the new forest from the old." 

Reed. ] 
' — napkin;'] i. e. handktrekUf. 
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W Rox. I am : What must we understand by this ? 

Oli. Some of my shame ; if you will know of me 
What man 1 am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was stain'd. 

tCel. I pray you, tell it. 

Oli. When last the young Orlando parted from 
you, 
He left a promise to return again 
Within an hour; and, pacing through the forest. 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 

ILo, what befel ! he threw his eye aside, 
And, mark, what object did present itself! 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair. 
Lay sleeping on his back: about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreath 'd itself, 
Who with her head, nimble in threats, approach'd 
i The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itself. 
And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush : under which bush's shade 
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry. 
Lay couching, head on ground, with catlike watch, 
When that the sleeping man should stir; for 'tis 
The royal disposition of that beast. 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 
This seen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 
Cel. O, I have heard him speak of that same 
brother; 
And he did render him' the most unnatural 
That liv'd 'mongst men. 

Oli. And well he might so do, 

For well I know he was unnatural. 

* And ie ^ render kim — ] i. e. ileicribe him. 
A A 3 
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Ros. Bat, to Orlando; — Did he leave him there. 
Food to the suck'd and hungry lioness ? 

Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'dso:;! 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge. 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion, 
Made him give battle to the lioness, 
Who quickly fell before him ; in which hurtling" 
From miserable slumber I awak'd. 

Cel. Are you his brother? 

Ros. Was it you he rescu'd^ 

Cel. Was't you that did so oft contrive to '. 
him? 

Oli. 'Twas I J but 'tis not I ; I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Ros. But, for the bloody napkin ? — 

Oli. By, and by. | 

When from the first to last, betwixt us two. 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath'd. 
As, how I came into that desert place ;— — 
In brief, he led me to the gentle duke, 
Who gave me fresh array, and entertainment. 
Committing me unto my brother's love ; 
Who led me instantly unto his cave, 
There stripp'd himself, and here upon his arm 
The lioness had torn some flesh away. 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, J 
And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 
Brief, I recover 'd him; bound up his wound; 
And, after some small space, being strong at heaTt,^ 
He sent me hither, stranger as I am. 
To tell this story, that you might excuse 
His broken promise, and to give this napkin, 
Dy'd in this blood; unto the shepherd youth 
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 

» in wAici hurtling — ] To Aurlle is to move with 

tuoiity and tumult. 
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Cei Why, how now, Ganymede? sweet Gany- 
mede? [R0SA.LISD faints. 

on. Many will swoon when they do look on 
blood. 

Cel. There is more in it: — Cousin — Ganymedel' 

OH. Look, he recovers. 

Ros. I would, I were at home. 

Cel. We'll lead you thither : — 
I pray you, will you take him by the arm ? 

on. Be of good cheer, youth : — You a man ? — 
You lack a man's heart. 

R0.1. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sir, a body 
would think this was well counterfeited : I pray you, 
tell your brother how well I counterfeited. — Heigh 
ho!— 

on. This was not counterfeit ; there is too great 
testimony in your complexion, that it was a passion 
of earnest. 

Rot. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

on. Well then, take a good heart, and counter- 
feit to he a man. 

Ros. So I do: but, i'faith I should have been a 
woman by right. 

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler; pray you, 
draw homewards: — Good sir, go with us. 

On. That will I, for I must bear answer back 
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. I shall devise something: But, I pray you, 

commend my counterfeiting to liim ; — Will you go ? 

[^Exeunt. 

' CouMfl — Gaaymede!'] Celia, in her first fright, far^ts 

Rosalind's character and disguise, aaA calU out ctnum, then ncot' 
lei'ts heridf, and says, G3n)Tnede. Jdbnhok. 
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ACT V. 
SCENE I. The same. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey ; patience, 
gentle Audrey. 

j4ud. 'Faith, the priest was good enough, for all 
the old gentleman's saying. 

Touch. A most wicked sir Oliver, Audrey, a most 
vile Mar-text. But, Audrey, there is a youth here 
in the forest lays claim to you. 

j4ud. Ay, I know who 'tis ; he hath no interest 
in me in the world : here comes the man you mean. 

Enter William. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown: 
By my troth, we that have good wits, have much to 
answer for; we shall be flouting; we cannot hold. 

Will. Good even, Audrey. 

^ud, God ye good even, William. 

ff^ill. And good even to you, sir. 

Touch. Grood even, gentle friend: Cover thy 
head, cover thy head; nay, pr'ythee, be covered. 
How old are you, friend ? 

fVill. Five and twenty, sir. 

Touch. A ripe age : Is thy name, William ? 

fVill. William, sir. 

Touch. A fair name: Wast born i' the forest 
here ? 

Will. Ay, sir, I thank God. 

Touch. Thank God ; — a good answer : Art rich ? 

fFill. 'Faith, sir, so, so. 

Touch, «So, so, is good, very good, very excellent 
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good: — and yet it is not; it is but so so. Art thou 
wise? 

fi^tll. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch, Why, thou say'st well. I do now re- 
member a saying ; The fool doth think he is wixe, 
but the luise man hnows himself to be a fool. The 
heathen philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a 
grape, would open his lips when he put it into his 
mouth; meaning thereby, tliat prapes were made 
to eat, and lips to open. You do love this 
maid? 

^tU. I do, sir. 

Touch. Give me your hand: Art thou learned ? 

mil. No, sir. 

Touch. Then learn this of me; To have, is to 
have: For it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink, 
being poured out of a cup into a glass, by filling 
the one doth empty the other: For all your writers 
do consent, that ipse is he; now you are not ipse, 
for I am he. 

mil. Wliichhe, sir? 

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman: 
Therefore, you clown, abandon, — which is in the 
vulgar, leave, — the society, — which in the boorish 
is, company,— of this female, — which in the com- 
mon is, — woman, which together is, abandon the 
societyof this female; or, clown, thou perishcst; or, 
to thy better understanding, diest; to wit, I kill 
thee> make thee away, translate thy life into death, 
thy liberty into bondage: I will deal in poison with 
thee, or in bastinado, or in steel ; 1 will bandy with 
thee in faction ; I will o'er-run thee with policy ; I 
will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; therefore 
tremble, and depart. 

^ud. Do, good William. 

mm. God rest jou merry, sir. [^Exit. 
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Enter Corin. 

Cor. Our master and mistress seek you ; oome^ 
away, away. 

Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey; — I attend, 
I attend. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. 

The same. 

Enter Orlando and Oliver. 

Orl. Is*t possible, that on so little acquaintance 

I^ou should like her ? that, but seeing, you should 
ove her? and, loving, woo? and, wooing, she 
should grant ? and will you pers^ver to enjoy her ? 

OH. Neither call the giddiness of it in question^ 
the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my 
sudden wooing, nor her sudden consenting; but say 
with me, I love Aliena; say with her, that she 
loves me ; consent with both, that we may enjoy 
each other ; it shall be to your good ; for my fa- 
ther's house, and all the revenue that was old sir 
Rowland's, will I estate upon you, and here live and 
die a shepherd. 

Enter Rosalind. 

Orl. You have my consent. Let your wedding 
beto-morrow: thither will I invite the duke, and 
all his contented followers : Go you, and prepare 
Aliena : for, look you, here comes my Rosalind. 

Ros. God save you, brother. 

Oli. And you, fair sister.* 

' And you, fair sfster,"] Oliver speaks to her in the character 
she had assumed, of a woman courted by Orlando his brother. 
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Bos. O, my dear Orlando, how U grieves me to 
see thee wear thy heart in a scarf. 

Or I. It is my arm. 

Hos. I thought, thy heart had been wounded with 
the claws of a lion, 

Orl, Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Ros. Did your brother tell you how I counter- 
feited to swoon, when he showed me your handker- 
chief? 

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O, I know where you are:— Nay, 'tis true; 
there was never any thing so sudden, but the fight 
of two rams, and Cfesar's thrasonical brag of — I 
came, saw, and overcame: For your brother and 
my sister no sooner met, but they looked ; no sooner 
looked, but they loved; no sooner loved, but they 
sighed ; no sooner sighed, but they asked one ano- 
ther the reason; no sooner knew the reason, but 
they sought the remedy : and in these degrees have 
they made a pair of stairs to marriage, which they 
will climb incontinent, or else be incontinent before 
marriage: they are in the very wrath of love, and 
they will together; clubs cannot part them.* 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow; and I will 
bid the duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitter a 
thing it is to look into liappin&ss through another 
man's eyes ! By so much the more shall I to-mor- 
row be at the height of heart-heaviness, by how 
much I shall think my brother happy, in having 
what he wishes for. 

Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your 
turn for Rosalind? 

Orl. I can live no longer by thinking. 



* dubs ciuaot port lifm.'] It appean from msny of our 

old dranufl, (hat, id our author'* time, it wu a commoD ciutaiD, 
on the br^ing out of a fray, to call out " Ctabt—Cl^," to 
fart the combUanta. 
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Ros. I will weary you no longer then with idle 
talking. Know of me then (for now I speak to 
some purpose,) that I know you are a gentleman of 
good conceit: I speak not this, that you should 
bear a good opinion of my knowledge, insomuch, I 
say, I know you are; neither do I labour for a 
greater esteem than may in some little measure 
draw a belief from you, to do yourself good, and 
not to grace me. Believe then, if you please, that 
I can do strange things: I have, since 1 was three 
years old, conversed with a magician, most pro- 
found in this art, and not yet damnable. If you do 
love Rosalind so near the heart as your gesture cries 
it out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall you 
marry her: I know into what straits of fortune 
she is driven ; and it is not impossible to me, if it 
appear not inconvenient to you, to set her before 
your eyes to-morrow, human as she is,* and without 
any danger. 

Or/. Speakest thou in sober meanings ? 

Ros. By my life, I do; which I tender dearly, 
though I say I am a magician : Therefore, put you 
in your best array, bid your friends ;^ for if you will 
be married to-morrow, you shall ; and to Rosalind, 



I 

I 



1 you 



Enter Silvius and Phebe. 



Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of J 
hers. 

Pke. Youth, you have done me much ungentle- 
ness. 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 



* Aumim as the w,] That is, not a phantom, but tliA j 

real Rosalind, without any of the danger generally conceivied to at- I 
tend the rite* of incantation. Johnson. 

* bid yourfrieiidt;'] i. e. mrite yaai fiiends. 
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Ros. I care not, if I have: it is my study. 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you: 
You are there ibllow'd by a faithful shepherd; 
Look upon him, love him; he worships you. 

Phe, Goodshepherd, tell this youth what 'tisto love. 

Sii. It is to be all made of sighs and tears; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

Sil. It is to be all made of faith and service; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

Sil. It is to be all made of fantasy. 
All made of passion, and all made of wishes; 
All adoration, duty and observance, 
All humbleness, .ill patience, and impatience, 
All purity, all trial, all observance;* 
And so am I for Phebe, 

Phe. And so am I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And so am I for Rosalind. 

Ros, And so am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you? [To Rosalind. 

Sil. If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you? [To Phebe. 

Orl. If this be so, why blame you me to love you ? 

Ros. Who do you speak, to, why blavie you me to 
love you ? 

Orl. To her, that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Ros. Pray you, no more of this; 'tis like the 
howling of Irish wolves against the moon. — I will 
help you, [ToSilvius] if I can: — I would love you. 



- all observance -, ] Probably an error, for obrisanct. 
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[To Phebe] if I could. — To-morrow meet me all 
together. — I will marry you, [To Phebe] if ever I 
marry woman, and I'll be married to-morrow: — I 
will satisfy you, [To Orlando] if ever I Batisiied 
man, and you shall be married to-morrow : — I will 



content you, [To Silvius] if what pleases you con- 
tents you, and you s' " * 
you [To Orlando 
[To Silvius] love Phebe, meet; And as I love no 



'ou \To Orlando] love Rosalind, meet; — as you 



woman, I'll meet. — So, fare you well ; 


I have left you 


commands. 




Sil. I'll not fail, if I live. 




Phe. Nor I. 




Orl. 


Nor I. 




[Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 




The same. 





Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey; 
to-morrow will we be married, 

jiud. I do desire it with all my heart : and I hope 
it is no dishonest desire, to desire to be a woman of 
the world.' Here comes two of the banished duke's 
pages. 

Enter two Pages. 

1 Page. Well met, honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troth, well met: Come, sit, sit, 
and a song. 

2 Page. We are for you : sit i'the middle. 



' — — a uonan of the leorld.'] To go to the 'oiorld, u to be 
martied. So, in Mud Ado about Nothing: " Thus (says Bea- 
trice) erety ooe goei to tie aorld, but I." 



AS YOU LIKE IT- 301 

1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without 
hawking, or spitting, or saying we are hoarse ; which 
are the only prologues to a bad voice ? 

2 Page, rfaith, i'faith ; and both in a tune, like 
two gypsies on a horse. 

SONG. 

I. 

It was a lover and his lass, 

With a key, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
That o*€r the green corn-Jield did pass 

In the spring time, the only pretty rank time, 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding; 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 

11. 

Between the acres of the rye, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino. 
These pretty countryfolks would lie. 

In spring time, &c. 

III. 

This carol they began that hour, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino. 
How that a life was but a flower 

In spring time, &c. 

IV. 

jind therefore take the present time. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 

For love is crowned with the prime 
In spring time, &c. 

Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though there 
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was no greater matter in the ditty, yet the note 
was very untuneable.® 

1 Page. You are deceived, sir ; we kept time, we 
lost not our time. 

Touch. By my troth, yes; I count it but time 
lost to hear such a foolish song. God be with you ; 
and God mend your voices ! Come, Audrey. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

Another Part of the Forest. 

Enter Duke senior^ Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, 

Oliver, and Celia. 

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the 
boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised ? 

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do 
not; 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear.' 

Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and Phebe. 

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compdct is 

urg'd : 

You say, if I bring in your Rosalind, 

[To the Duke. 
You will bestow her on Orlando here ? 

^ Truly, young gentlemen, &c.] The sense seems to be — Though 
the words of the song were trifling, the musick was not (as might 
have been expected) good enottgh to compensate their defect, 

^ As those that Jear they hope, and know they fear."] The 

meaning, I think, is. As those who fearf'-^hey^ even those very 

I)ersons, entertain hopes, that their fears will not be realized -, and 

yet at the same time they well know that there is reason for their 

fears, Maloke. 



AS YOU LIKE IT. 303 

Duke S. That would I, had I kingdoms to give 
with her. 

Ros. And you say, you will have her, when I 
bring her? [To Orlando. 

Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 

Ros. You say, you'll marry me» if I be willing? 

[To Phebk. 

Pke. That will I, should I die the hour after. 

Ros. But, if you do refuse to marry me. 
You'll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd? 

Pke. So is the bargain. 

Ros. You say, that you'll have Phebe, if she will? 

[To SlLVIUS. 

Sil. Though to have her and death were both one 
thing. 

Ros. I have promis'd to make all this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your 

daughter; — 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter: — 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me; 
Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd : — 
Keep your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her. 
If she refuse me : — and from hence I go, 
To make these doubts all even. 

[Exeunt Rosalind anrf Celia. 

Duke S. I do remember in this shepherd-boy 
Some hvely touches of my daughter's favour. 

Orl. My lord, the first time that I ever saw 
him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter: 
But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born ; 
And hath been tutor 'd in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle. 
Whom he reports to be a great magician. 
Obscured in the circle of this forest. 
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Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Jaq. There is, sure, another flood toward, and 
these couples are coming to the ark ! Here comes a 
pair of very strange beasts, which in all tongues are 
called fools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all ! 

Jiiq. Good my lord, bid him welcome; This is 
the motley-minded gentleman, that I have so often 
met in the forest: he hath been a courtier, he 



Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me 
to my purgation. I have trod a measure;' I have 
flattered a lady; I have been politick with my 
friend, smooth with mine enemy; I have undone 
three tailors; I have had four quarrels, and like to 
have fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta'en up f 

Touch. 'Faith, we met, and found the quarrd 
was upon the seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause? — Good my lord, like 
this fellow. 

Duke S. I like him very well. 

Touch. God'ild you, sir;' I desire you of the 
like. I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the 
country copulatives, to swear, and to forswear ; ac- 
cording as marriage binds, and blood breaks :' — A 
poor virgin, sir, an ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine 
own; a poor humour of mine, sir, to take that that 
no man else will : Rich honesty dwells like a miser, 



I 



' Irod a meawure \] a Tery stately solemn daace. 

' Goefild Vint, sir;] i. e. God i/iettl you, reward you. 

' according as marriage binds, and bloud breahi :"] A mail, 

by the maninge ceremony, swears that he will keep imii/ to 4it 
wife; wheti therefore, he leaves her for another, blood breaks 
his matrimonial otligation, and he is roR8won.N. Hkklkt- 




AS YOU LIKE IT. 305 

sir, in a poor-house; as your pearl, in your foul 
oyster. 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and sen- 
tentious. 

Touch. According to the foot's bolt, sir, and such 
dulcet diseases.* 

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause; how did you find 
the quarrel on the seventh cause ? 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed; — Bear 
your body more seeming,' Audrey: — as thus, sir. 
I did dislike the cut of a certain courtier's beard ; he 
sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut well, 
he was in the mind it was: This is called the Retort 
courteous. If I sent him word again, it was not well 
cut, he would send me word, he cut it to please 
himself: This is called the Quip modest. If again, 
it was not well cut, he disabled my judgment: This 
is call'd the Reply churlish. If again, it was not 
well cut, he would answer, I spake not true: This 
is call'd the Reproof valiant. If again, it was not 
well cut, he would say, I lie: This is called the 
Countercheck quarrelsome: and so to the Lie circum- 
stantial, and the Lie direct. 

Jaq. And how oft did you say, his heard was not 
well cut? 

Touch. I durst go no further than the Lie cir- 
cumstantial, nor he durst not give me the Lie direct ; 
and so we measured swords, and parte<l. 

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees 
of the lie i 

Touch. O sir, we quarrel in print, by the book;" 

' dalctt dittaatt.'i This word is capricioaify used for 

Mi/ini;!!, ihoiigh neither in its primary or figuralive sense it liaiany 
relation to thai wnrd. 

* jtrrmtn^.] i. e. leemly. Seeming h often used by Shak- 

speare for becoming, or fairness of appearance. 

" O sir, tLf i/uanrl in prmi, hi/ lie hooi;] The poet bu, in 
tlii* scene, ratlted the mode of formal dtiellbg, then so prevalent, 
VOL. Itl. B B 
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as you have books for good manners: I will name 
you the degrees. The first, the Retort courteous; 
the second, the Quip modest ; the third, the Reply 
churlish; the fourth, the Reproof valiant; the fifth, 
the Countercheck quarrelsome; the fixth, the Lie 
with circumstance ; the seventh, the Lie direct. All 
these you may avoid, but the lie direct; and you 
may avoid that too, with anlf, I knew when seven 
justices could not take up a quarrel ; but when the 
parties were met themselves, one of them thought 
but of an ff, as, Jf you said xo, then J said so; 
and they shook hands, and swore brothers. Your 
If is the only peace-maker; much virtue in If. 

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he's a3 
good at any thing, and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, 
and under the presentation of that, he shoots his wit. 

Enter Htmen,' leading Rosalind nt woman's . 
clothes; and Celia. 

Still Musick. 

Hym. Then is there mirth in heaven^ 
IVken earthly things made even 

Atone together. 
Good duke, receive thy daughter j 
Hymen from heaven brought her. 

Yea, brought her hither ; 
That thou might" St join her hand with his, , 
Whose heart within her bosom is. 

with the highest buniour and address : nor could he have treated it 
with a happier contempt, than by making his Clown so knowing 
in the fomis and preiirainaries of it. The particular book here al- 
luded to is a veiy ridiculous treatLie of one Vincentio Saviolo, 
iniltled. Of' lionuuT and honourable Quarrels, in quarto, printed 
by Wolf, 1594. 

' Enter Hymen,] Rosalind is imagined by the rest of the com- 
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Ros. To you I give myself, for I am yours. 

[To Duke S. 
To you I give myself, for I am yours. 

[To Orlando. 
Duke S. If there be truth in sight, you are my 

daughter, 
OtI. If there be truth in sight, you are my Ro- 
salind. 
Phe. If sight and shape be true, 
Why then, — my love adieu ! 

Ros. I'll have no father, if you be not he: — 

[To Duke S. 
I'll have no husband, if you be not he : — 

[To Orlando. 
Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not she. 

[To Phebe. 
/^m. Peace, ho! I bar confusion : 
Tis I must make conclusion 

Of these most^trange events: 
Here's eight tliat must take hands. 
To join in Hymen's bands, 
If truth holds true contents.* 
You and you no cross shall part : 

[To Orlando and Rosalind. 
You and you are ncart in heart: 

[To Oliver and Celia. 
You [To Phebe] to his love must accord, 
Or have a woman to your lord : — 
You and you are sure together, 

[To Touchstone atid Audrey. 
As the winter to foul weather. 
Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing, 
Feed yourselves with questioning; 

Eany to be brought by enchanlnicnl, nnd b therefore introduced 
y a supposed aeTial being in the character of Hymen. 
' J/ fnilh huliU trvr loitfniti.} That is, if there be (rut/i en 
truH, unless truth fells of veracity. 
B B 2 
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That reason wonder may diminish, 

How thus we met, and these things finish. 

SONG. 

f^edding is great Juno's croain; 

O blessed bond of board and bed! 
"Tis Hymen peoples every town; 

High wedlock then be honoured: 
Honour, high honour and renown. 
To Hymen, god of every town! 

Duke S. O my dear niece, welcome thou art to 
me; 
Even daughter, welcome in no less degree. 

Phe. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine; . 
Thy faith my fancy to tnee doth combine." 

[To SiLvrcB. 

Enter Jaqubs de Bois. 

Jaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word, or 
two; 
I am the second son of old sir Rowland, 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly: — 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 
Address'd a mighty power ; which were on foot. 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the sword: 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came; 
Where, meeting with an old religious man. 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world : 
His crown bequeathing to his banii-h'd brother, 
And all their lands restor'd to them again 

' contftine.] Shakapeare is licentiouB in his use of this verb, 

which here only signifies to bind. 
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That were with him exti'd : This to be true, 
I do engage my life. 

Duke S. Welcome, young man ; 

Thou offer' St fairly to thy brothers' wedding : 
To one, his lands with-held; and to the other, 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest, let us do those ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot : 
And after, every of this happy number, 
That have endur'd shrewd days and nights with us, 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune. 
According to the measure of their states. 
Meantime, forget this new-fall'n dignity. 
And fall into our rustick revelry: — 
Play, musick; — and you brides and bridegrooms all, 
With measure heap'd in joy, to the measures fall. 

Jaif. Sir, by your patience ; If I heard you rightly, 
The duke hatri put on a religious life, 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court ? 
Jaq. de B. He hath. 

Jaq. To him will I : out of these convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn 'd. — 
You to your former honour I bequeath ; 

[To Duke S. 
Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it: — 
You [To Ohlando] to a love, that your true faith 

doth merit : — 
You [To Oliver] to your land, and love, and 

great allies: — 
You [To SiLvius] to a !ong wra well deserved 

bed; — 
And you [To Touchstone] to wrangling; for thy 

loving voyage 
Is but for two months victual'd : — So to your 

pleasures ; 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 
Duke S. Stay, Jaqucs, stay. 
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Jaq, To fee so pKidme, Ir — vbat jroa would 
have 
m ftay to know at vocir afaaodoa'd ove. [£»/• 

Duie 5. Froceed, proceed: we wiE begin these 



-^ 



And we do trust tfaerll end, in trae d e Cghls . 



EPILOGUE. 



Ros. It is not the iasiacm to see the lady die 
cfOogaei but it is do more anhandaome, than to 
see the lord the prologue. If it be true, that good 
vine meeds no buk,^ *tis trae, that a good play needs 
no epflogue: Yet to good wine they do use good 
bushes; and good plays prove the better by the help 
of good epilogues. What a case am I in then, 
that am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot insi- 
nuate with you in the betotf of a good play ? I am 
not furnished like a beggar,^ therefore to beg will 

' To *et mo pm^itimty I: JncJ] Amidst this geoeral festiTity, the 
leader 1x127 ^ torrr to tske his ksre of Jaqoes, who appears to 
have oo ibare in it, acd remaixxs behind azuecoociled to society. 
He has, hcverer, nUrd with a giooiixT sensibility the ^nce allotted 
to him in the pbr, and to the last p r e serv e s that respect which is 
doe to him as a fMwgtfnii ch ar act e r, and an amcible, though 
solitary moralist. 

It may be observcC, with scarce less cocKem, that Shakspeaie 
has, on this occasioo, ibrgot old Adam, the servant of Orlando^ 
whose fidelity sfaoold have entitled him to notice at the end of the 
piece, as well as to that happiness which he would naturaUy have 
found, in the return of fortune to his master. 

^ no bu4k,'] It appears tbrmeriy to have been the custom to 

hang a tuft of rcif at the door of a vintner. The practice is still 
observed in Warwickshire and the adjoining counties, at statute- 
hirings, wakes, &c. by people who sell ale at no other time. 

' furnished like a beggar,'] That is, dressed: so before, he 

y/a» furnished like a huntsman. 
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not become me : my way is, to conjure you ; and 
ril begin with the women. I charge you, O 
women, for the love you bear to men, to like as 
much of this play as please them : and so I charge 
you, O men, for the love you bear to women, (as I 
perceive by your simpering, none of you hate them,) 
that between you and tne women, the play may 
please. If I were a woman,* I would kiss as many 
of you as had beards that pleased me, complexions 
that liked me,^ and breaths that I defied not : and, 
I am sure, as many as have good beards, or good 
faces, or sweet breaths, will, for my kind offer, 
when I make curt'sy, bid me farewell. [^Exeunt.^ 

^ If I were a woman^ In this author's time^ the ports of 
women were always performed by men or boys. 

* — complexions that liked me,] i. e. that I liked. ** 
^ Of this play the feble is wild and pleasing. I know not how 
the ladies will approve the &cility with which both Rosalind and 
Celia give away their hearts. To Celia much may be forgiven for 
the heroism of her friendship. The character of Jaques is natural 
and well preserved. The comick dialogue is very sprightly, with 
less mixture of low buffoonery than in some other plays; and the 
graver part is elegant and harmonious. By hastening to the end of 
this work, Shakspeare suppressed the dialogue between the usurper 
and the hermit, and lost an opportunity of exhibiting a moral 
lesson in which he might have found matter worthy of his highest 
powers. Johnson. 
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* All's well that ekds well.] The story of AlPsweU 
that end* well, or, as I suppose it to have been sometimes called, 
Ltroe's Labour JVomte, is originally indeed the property of Boccace, 
but it came immediately to Shakspeare from Painter's Giletta of 
Narbon, in the First Vol. of the Palace qf Pleasure, 4to. 1566, 
p. 88. Farmer. 

Shakspeare is indebted to the novel only for a few leading cir- 
cumstances in the graver parts of the piece. The comic business 
appears to be entirely of his own formation. Stesveks. 

This comedy, 1 imagine, was written in 1598. Maloki. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED.' 



King of France. 
Duke of Florence. 
Bertram, Count of Rousillon. 
Lafeu,^ an old Lord. 
Parolles,^ a Follower of Bertram. 
Several young French Lords, that serve with Beb- 

tram in the Florentine fFar. 

PI ^ > Servants to the Countess of Rousillon. 

A Page. 

Countess of Rousillon, Mother to Bertram. 
Helena, a Gentlewoman protected by the Countess. 
An old Widow of Florence. 
Diana, Daughter to the Widow. 

tv^ . ^ V Neighbours and Friends to the Widow. 

Lordsy attending on the King ; Officers y Soldiers, &c. 

French and Florentine. 

SCENEy partly in France, and partly in Tuscany. 

* The persons were first enumerated by Mr. Rowe. 

* La/ei/,] We should read — Lefeu, Steevens, 

' Parolles,'] I suppose we should write this name — Paroles, 
i. e. a creature made up of empty words. Steevens. 

* Violenta only enters once, and then she neither speaks, nor is 
spoken to. This name appears to be borrowed fi^om an old me- 
trical history, entitled Didaco and Violenta, 1576| Steevens. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I. Rousillon. A Room in the Countesses 

Palace. 

Enter Bertram, the Countess of Rousillon, 
Helena, and Lafeu, in mourning. 

Count. In delivering my son from me, I bury a 
second husband. 

Ber. And I, in going, madam, weep o'er my fa- 
ther's death anew : but I must attend his majesty's 
command, to whom I am now in ward,* evermore 
in subjection. 

Laf. You shall find of the king a husband, ma- 
dam ; — you, sir, a father : He that so generally is at 
all times good, must of necessity hold his virtue to 



til ward^l Under his particular cut, as my guardian, 
till I come to age. It is now almost forgotten in England, that 
the heirs of great fortunes were the Kinff*s wards, VHiether the 
same practice prevailed in Ranee, it is of no great use to enquire, 
for Shakspeare gives to all nations the mannere of England. 

JoHvaoH. 






iir;!ii!irTfr wxuc cr kvp where it 

is sudi 




!) vliaae skill 
amcK B ij.iuL K jg juiBeao ; kad k stretched 

Bortal, and 

t kmr*^ sk±. le -vce Ivznirl I dunk it would 



«ccke :c hnr,. Jibivri i^y, and 
•7: re -^is itIfiL CQccich to have lived 
ftTl. if krKwiiece? ccciii re set cp against mor- 

B^. Wiai i* it. =5 gccc wrc. the king lan- 
guishc* ct: 

Z-q/"- A fistr/^, ny icrd. 

B^r, I heard dgc ot* :t brtore- 

La/, I wcKild. It were not DocorkKSsL — Was this 
gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Nar- 
bon? 

Count. His sole child, my lord; and bequeathed 
to my overlooking. I have those hopes of her good^ 
that her education promises: her dispositions she 
inherits^ which make fair gifts fairer ; for where an 
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unclean mind carries virtuous qualities,* there com- 
mendations go with pity, they are virtues and trai- 
tors too ; in her they are the better for their simple- 
ness;' she derives her honesty, and achieves her 
goodness. 

Laf. Your commendations, madam, get from 
her tears. 

Count. Tis the best brine a maiden can season 
her praise in. The remembrance of her father 
never approaches her heart, but the tyranny of her 
sorrows takes all livelihood* from her cheek. No 
more of this, Helena, go to, no more; lest it 
be rather thought you affect a sorrow, than to 
have. 

Hel. I do affect a sorrow, indeed, but I have it too.* 

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of the 
dead, excessive grief the enemy to the living. 






I quatiliei.l By I'irtuoiu qualities are menni 
a of good breeding and emdtticifl, and not moral ones. 

Warbuhton. 

* lity art tirlurs and traitors too; in hrr they are ike 

better for their timpleneu ;'} Her virtues are the better fur their 
timplenesi, that u, her excellencies are the better because they are 
artless and open, without &aud, without design. The learned 
commentator has well e\pbined virtues, but has not, I think, 
reached Uie force of the word traitors, and therefore has rwl 
shown the fiill extent of Shakspearc's masterly observation, ftr- 
tat* in an unclean mind art rirtut* and traitors too. Estimable 
and usefbl qualities, joined with an evil dimosition, give that evil 
disposition power over others, who, by admiring the virtue, are 
betrayed to the malevolence. The Tatler, mentioning the sharp- 
ers of his lime, obsenres, that some of them are men of such 
elegance and knowledge, chat a vaung man whaJalU into their viay, 
ii betrayed at much by hisjadgment as his paisioni. JohvbON. 

' — ■■ ■ all livelihood — ] i. e. all appearance of life. 

* / do afecl a soi rovi, indeed, buf 1 have it too.] Helena has, 
I believe, a meaning here, that she doet not wish should be un> 
derslood by the countess. Her affected sorrow was for the death 
of her father) her real grief fur the lowness of her situation, 
which she feared would for ever be a bar lo her union with her be- 
loved Bertram- 
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Count, If the living be enemy to the grief, the ' 
excess makes it soon mortal." 

Ber. Madam, I desire your holy wishes. 

Lqf. How understand we that ? 

Count. Be thou blest, Bertram ! and succeed thy 
father 
In manners, as in shape! thy blood, and virtue, 
Contend for empire in thee ; and thy goodness 
Share with thy birth-right ! Love all, trust a few, 
Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power, than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key : be check'd for silence, 
But never tax'd for speech. What heaven more will. 
That thee may furnish,^ and my prayers pluck down. 
Fall on thy head! Farewell. — My lord, 
'Tis anunseason'd courtier; good my lord, 
Advise him. 

Lqf. He cannot want the best 

That shall attend his love. 

Count. Heaven bless him ! — Farewell, Bertram. 
[Exit Countess. 

Ber. The best wishes, that can be forged in your 
thoughts, [To Helena] be servants to you I Be 
comfortable to my mother, your mistress, and make 
much of her. 

Lqf. Farewell, pretty lady: You must hold thecje- ■ 
ditof your father. [Exeunt Bertram and Lapbu, , 



* Tf Ikt Kving bt enemy to the grief, the f.rrfw meht U iowt 
taorlal,'] Lafeu says, txccssivt gritf is tht atrmy qf tit Ucing: 
the Countess replies, ff the living be on enemy to grief, the aceu 
soon makes it mortal: that is, ff the Irving do not indulge gritf, 
grief destrogs itself f>!/ "* o^k excess. By the word mortal, I un- 
derstand that which dies; and Dr. Warfaurton [wbo reads— -^ not 
eitenii/ — ] that ichich destroi/s. I think that my interpretation 
gives a sentence more acute and more a-fined. Let the reader 
judge. Johnson. 

' That thee matj furnish,'] That may lielp thee with n 
better qualifications. 
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Hel. O, were that all ! — I think, not on my father ;■ 
And these great tears grace his remembrance more 
Than those I shed for him. What was he like? 
I have forgot him : my imagination 
Carries no favour in it, but Bertram's. 
I am undone; there is no living, none, 
If Bertram be away. It were all one. 
That I should love a bright particular star, 
And think to wed it, he is so above me: 
In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere." 
The ambition in my love thus plagues itself; 
The hind, that would be mated by the lion. 
Must die for love. 'Twas pretty, tliough a plague, 
To see him every hour; to sit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls. 
In our heart's table;' heart, too capable 
Of every line and trick of his sweet favour:* 
But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Must sanctify his relicks. Who comes here ? 

Enter Parolles. 
One that goes with him: I love him for his sake; 



' Laf. Faraarll, fTetty lady: I'uu mutl hold the rredil of your 

Hel. O, jwre that all !-~I think not on mf/ father :'] Would 
thai the attention to inaititain the credit of my father, (or, not to 
act unbecoming the d.iughler of such a father, — for ^ueh, per- 
haps, is the meaning,) were my only solicitude ! I think not of 
him, My cares are all for Bertram. Ma love. 

" In Am blight radiance onrf collateral light, &c.] I cantiot be 
united with him and move in the same sphere, but must be com' 
forled at a distance by the radiance that shoots on all ndei froin 

him. JO.INHOH. 

' In our heart's table j] A labk W3S, in our author's time, a 
term for a picture, in which leiise il is used here. 

• irick 11/ hU tweet Jarout:} Trivk is an eipression taken 

from drawing :' \)\H on llie present occasion may mean neither 
iratiiig nac outline, hut peculwritii. 

VOL. III. D a 
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And jet I know him a notonoos fiv; 

Tlmk him a great way fboL, soieiT a oowavd; 

Tel these fix*d erib at so fit in hm. 

That they take place, when Tirtiie's steel j bones 

Look bleik in die ooU wind: witfaai, foD oft we 



Cold wisdom w aitiug on snperfinoBS fiaDy.' 

Far. Sate jon, taax qoecn. 

HtL And yon, monarch. 

Far. No. 

HeU And no.* 

Far. Arejoa meditating on Tirgimtj? 

NeL Ay. Too hare some stain of soldier in yon ; 
let me ask yoo a question: Man b enen^ to vir- 
ginity; how may we barricado it gainst him? 

Far. Keep hun oat. 

HeL But he assails; and oar Tirginity, though 
valiant in the defence, yet is weak: unfold to us 
some warlike resistance. 

Par. There is none; man, sitting down before 
you, will undermine you, and blow you up. 

Hel. Bless our poor virginity from underminers, 
and blowers up ! — Is there no military policy, how 
virgins might blow up men ? 

Par. Virginity, being blown down, man will 
quicklier be blown up : marry, in blowing him down 
again, with the breach yourselves made, you lose 
your city. It is not politick in the commonwealth of 
nature, to preserve virginity. Loss of virginity is 
rational increase ; and there was never virgin got, 
till virginity was first lost. That, you were made of, 
is metal to make virgins. Virginity, by being once 
lost, may be ten times found: by being ever kept, 

' Cold wisdom waiting <m superfluous folly.'] Cold for naked : 
as superfiuons for over-clothed. This inakes the propriety of the 
antithesis. Warburton. 

* And no.'] I am no more a queen than you are a monarch. 
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it is ever lost: 'tis too cold a companion; away vrith 
it. 

Hel. I will stand for't a little, though therefore I 
die a virgin. 

Par. There's little can be said iii't; 'tis against 
the rule of nature. To speak on the part of vir- 
ginity, is to accuse your mothers ; which is most in- 
fallible disobedience. He, that hangs himself, is a 
virgin: virginity murders itself; and should be 
buried in highways, out of all sanctitied limit, as a 
desperate offendress against nature. Virginity breeds 
mites, much like a cheese; consumes itself to the 
very paring, and so dies with feeding his own sto- 
mach. Besides, virginity is peevish, proud, idle, 
made of self-love, which is the most inhibited sin* 
in the canon. Keep it not; you cannot choose but 
loose by't : Oulwith't : within ten years it will make 
itself ten, which is a goodly increase; and the 
principal itself not much the worse : Away 
with't. 

Hel. How might one do, sir, to lose it to her 
own liking? 

Par. Let me see: Marry, ill, to like him that 
ne'er it likes. 'Tis a commodity will lose the gloss 
with lying; the longer kept, the less worth: off 
with't, while 'tis vendible : answer the time of re- 
quest. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears her 
cap out of fashion; richly suited, but unsuitable: 
just like the brooch and tooth-pick, which wear not 
now : Your date is better" in your pie and your por- 
ridge, than in your cheek: And your virginity, 
your old virginity, is like one of our French wi- 
thered pears; it looks ill, it eats dryly; marry, 'tis a 



' ■ inhibited «'n — ] i. e, forbidden. 

• Your date i* beiler — ] Here is a quibble on the word 

iatt, which means both age, and a cai)Jied/nn> much used in out 
author'* lime. 

DD3 
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withered pear ; it was fonnerly better ; many, yet, 'tis 
a withered pear : Will you any thing «-ith it ? 

Hel. Not my virginity yet. 
There shall your master have a thousand loves, 
A mother, and a mistress, and a friend, 
A phoenix,' captain, and an enemy, 
A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 
A counsellor, a traitress,* and a dear ; 
His humble ambition, proud humility. 
His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet. 
His faith, his sweet disaster ; with a world 
Of pretty, fond, adoptious Christendoms,*' 

That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he 

I know not what he shall : — God send him 

well ! — 
The court's a learning-place ; — and he is one 

Par. What one, i'faith ? 

Hel. That I wish well. — 'Tis pity 

Par. What's pity ? 

HeL That wishing well had not a body in't, 
Which might be felt : that we, the poorer bom, 
Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes, 
Might with effects of them follow our friends. 
And show what we alone must think ; ' which never 
Returns us thanks. 



' A phaniT, 8tc.] The eight lines following frund, I am per- 
niaded, is the nonsense of some foolish conceited player, 

Warburtok. 

* —— a traitress,] It seems that trailresi was in that age a 
term of endeannent. 

• cArietaidonii,'] This word, which signifies the collec- 
tive body of Christianity, every place where the christian religion 
is embraced, is surely used with much license on the present oc- 

' And show Khat \ct ahne mast think;'] And shavi by realitiei 
what we now mini villi/ think. Johnson. 
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Enter a Page. 

Page. Monsieur ParoUes, my lord calls for you. 
[Exit Page. 

Par. Little Helen, farewell: if I can remember 
thee, I will think of thee at court. 

Hei. Monsieur ParoUes, you were bom under a 
charitable star. 

Par. Under Mars, I. 

Hel. I especially think, under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars ? 

Hel. The wars liave so kept you under, that you 
must needs be born under Mars. 

Par. When he was predonunant. 

ffel. When he was retrograde, I think, ra- 
ther. 

Par. Why think you so ? 

Jfel. You go so much backward, when you 
fight. 

Par. That's for advantage. 

Hel. So is running away, when fear proposes the 
safety: But the composition, that your valour and 
fear makes in you, is a virtue of a good wing, and I 
like the wear well. 

Par. I am so full of businesses, I cannot answer 
thee acutely: I will return perfect courtier; in the 
which, my instruction shall serve to naturalize thee, 
so thou wilt be capable of a courtier's counsel," and 
understand what advice shall thrust upon thee: else 
thou diest in thine unthankful ness, and thine igno- 
rance makes thee away: farewell. When thou hast 
leisure, say thy prayers; when thou hast none, re- 
member thy friends : get thee a good husband, and 
use him as he uses thee; so farewell. [E.iit. 



' so l&uu will be capable 

thou wilt comprehend i(. 



) caurtier'i ci}vnKt,'\ 
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Nel. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie. 
Which we ascribe to heaven : the fated sky 
Gives us free scope ; only, doth backward pull 
Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. 
What power is it, which mounts my love so high; 
That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye }' 
The mightiest space in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes, and kiss like natives things.* 
Impossible be strange attempts, to those 
That weigh their pains in sense ; and do suppose. 
What hath been cannot be : Who ever strove 
To show her merit, that did miss her love ? 
The king's disease — my project may deceive me. 
But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. 

[Exit. 



SCENE IL 
Paris. ^ Room in the King's Palace. 

Flourish of cornets. Enter the King of France, 
tuith letters; Lords and others attending. 

King. The Florentines and Senoys* are by the 
ears; 
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

* What poaer u it, niich mounti my loct so higA ; 
That maktM me Kt, and cannot feed mine eye f] She means, by 
what influence is my love directed to a person so much above me> 
why am I made to discern excellence, and left to long after it, 
without the food of Lope! Johnson. 

■* kiit like native Ihingt.'] Things formed by nature for each 

' ■ Seaoi/i< — ] The Sanest, as they are termed by Boccace. 

Painter, who translates him, calls them Smois. They were the 
people of a small republick, of which the capital was iumna. 
The Florentines were at perpetual vamnce with tbem. 

Stuvkmi. 
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] Lord. So 'tis reported, sir. 

King. Nay, 'tis most credible; we here receive it 
A certainty, vouch 'd from our cousin Austria, 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest friend 
Prejudicates the business, and would seem 
To have us make denial. 

1 Lord. His love and wisdom, 
Approv'd so to your majesty, maj' plead 

For amplest credence. 

Kine. He hath arm'd our answer. 

And Florence is denied before he comes: 
Yet, for our gentlemen, that mean to see 
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave 
To stand on either part. 

2 Lord. It may well serve 
A nursery to onr gentry, who are sick 
For breathing and exploit. 



Ki. 



ng. 



What's he comes here ? 



£n/er Bertram, Lapeu, ondpAROLLES. 

1 Lord. It is the count Rousillon, my good lord. 
Young Bertram. 

King. Youth, thou bear' st thy father's face; 

Frank nature, rather curious than in haste, 
Hath well compos'd thee. Thy father's moral 

parts 
May'st thou inherit too! Welcome to Paris. 

Ber. My thanks and duty are your majesty's. 

King. I would I had that corporal soundness 
now. 
As when thy father, and myself, in friendship 
First try'd our soldiership! He did look far 
Into the service of the time, and was 
Discipledof the bravest: he lasted long; 
But on us both did haggish age steal on, 
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And wore us out of act. It much repairs me* 

To talk of your good father: In his youth 

He had the wit, which I can well observe 

To-day in our young lords; but they may jest, 

Till their own scorn return to them unnoted, 

Ere tliey can hide their levity in honour.' 

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 

Were in his pride or sharpness ; if they were. 

His equal had awak'd them ; and his honour, 

Clock to itself, knew tlie true minute when 

Exception bid him speak, and, at this time, 

His tongue obey'd his hand :"* who were below him 

He us'd as creatures of another place; 

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks. 

Making them proud of his humility, 

In their poor praise he humbled : Such a man 

Might be a copy to these younger times; 

Which, follow 'd well, would demonstrate them now 

But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance, sir. 

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb ; 
So in approof lives not his epitaph, 
As in your royal speech.' 



• /( mvch repairs me — ] To repair, in these jdays, gene- 
rally signifies, to raimale, 

' tie had the wit, ^c.'] I believe honour is not dignity of birtk 
or rank, but acquired reputation :— Your Jiather, says the king, 
Aad the same airyJIightM of talirical viit tdlh tie young lords of the 
present time, but they do not what he did, hide their unnoted 
levitt/, in honour, corer petty faults with great merit. 

This is an excellent observation. Jocose follies, and tli^t 
ofFences, are only allowed by mankind in him that over-powen 
them by great qualities. Johnson. 

' tiis tongue obey'd bis hand:1 We should read — Bit longfie 
tAey'd the hand. That is, the hand of his honour's clock, showing 
the true minute when exceptions bad him speak. 

' So in approof lives fiot his epitaph. 
As in your royal ipeech.'] Mr. Heath supposes the raeaniog to 
be this: " I& epitaph, or the character he left behind him, ii 
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King. 'Would, I were with him ! He would 



always say. 



e words 



(Methinks, I hear him now; hisplausivev 
He scatter'd not in ears, but grafted them, 

To grow there, and to bear,) — Let me not live, 

Thus his good melancholy oft began, 

On the catastrophe and heel of pastime. 

When it was out, — let me not live, quoth he, 

After myjlatne lacks oil, to be the snit0' 

Of youvger spirits, whose appreheruive senses 

AH but new things disdain ; whose Judgments are 

Mere fathers of their garments;' whose comtancies 

Expire before their fashions : ^Thishe wish'd: 

I, after him, do after him wish too, 
Since I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home, 
I quickly were dissolved from my hive, 
To give some labourers room. 

a Lord. You are lov'd, sir ; 

They, that least lend it you, shall lack you first. 

King. I fill a place, I know't. — How long is't, 
count, 
Since the physician at your father's died ? 
He was much fam'd. 

Ber. Some six months since, my lord. 

King. If he were living, I would try him yet; — 
Lend me an arm ; — the rest have worn me out 
With several applications : — nature and sickness 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count; 
My son's uo dearer. 

Ber. Thank your majesty. 

l^Exeunt. Flourish. 



not so well eitabliihed by lie tprctnum* it exhihileJ <f ia* worth, 
ai by your roysl report in hit favour." 

' 'a'hosrjudgmenltare 

Mrrr fafhen qt Ihrir pirmmli;'] Who have no other UK of 
llieir Acuities, l\aa to invent new modes of dress. 
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SCENE III. 
Rousillon. A Room iw the Countess's Palace. 

Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown.* 

Count. I will now hear: what say you of this 
gentlewoman ? 

Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even your 
content,' I wish might be found in the calendar of 
my past endeavours ; for then we wound our mo- 
desty, and make foul the clearness of our deservings, 
when of ourselves we publish them. 

Count. What does this knave here? Get you 
gone, sirrah: The complaints, I have heard of you, 
I do not all believe; 'tis my slowness, that 1 do not: 
for, I know, you lack not folly to commit them, 
and have ability enough to make such knaveries 
yours/ 

Clo. Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am a 
poor fellow. 

Count. Well, sir. 

Clo. No, madam, 'tis not so well, that I am 



* ■ Steward, and Clown.] A Cloum in Shakspeare is com- 
monly taken for a iktnsed Jester, or domeatick fool. Wc are not 
to wonder that we find this character often in his p1ay6, since focdt 
were at that time maintained in all great femilies, to keep up meT> 
rimenl in the house. In the picture of Sir Thoma-i More's family, 
by Han« Holbein, the only servant represented is Fatison the fool. 
This is a proof of the tuniliarity lo which ihey were admitted, 
not by the great only, but the wise. 

^ Co even yuur content,'^ To act up loyour desires. 

' you lack not folly lo commit them, aad hove abiliti/ (lungi 

to make siic/i knaveries yours.] it appears to me that the accu- 
sative tiem refers to tnarerics, and the natural sense of the passage 
leeooa to be this ; " You have folly enough to desire to commit 
these knaveries, and ability enough to accoroplinh them." 

M. Masov. 



I 



I 
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poor; though many of the rich are damned: But, 
if I may have your ladyship's good will to go to 
the world,' Isbel the woman and I will do as we 
may. 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar? 

Clo. I do beg your good-will in this case. 

Count. In what case ? 

Clo. In Isbet's case, and mine own. Service is 
no heritage :* and, I think, I shall never have the 
blessing of God, till I have issue of my body; for, 
they saj', bearns are blessings. 

Count. Tell me thy reason why thou wilt marry, 

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it: I am 
driven on by the flesh ; and he must needs go, that 
the devil drives. 

Count. Is this all your worship's reason ? 

Clo. Faith madam, I have other holy reasons, 
such as they are. 

Count. May the world know them ? 

Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as 
you and all flesh and blood are ; and, indeed, I do 
marry, that I may repent. 

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wicked- 
ness. 

do. I am out of friends, madam; and I hope to 
have friends for my wife's sake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. You are shallow, madam; e'en great friends; 
for the knaves come to do that for me, which I am 
a-weary of. He, that ears my land,' spares my 
team, and gives me leave to inn the crop: if I be 
his cuckold, he's my drudge : He, that comforts my 
wife, is the cherisher of my flesh and blood; he, 

* to go to iki cKM-U,] Tbis phnse has already occuned, 

and signifies to be married. 

* Service U no krrUagt:1 This is a provcrtriil ei 
' — ^ that ears My taKd,"] To atr it la pioagi. 
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that cherishes my flesh and blood, loves my flesh 
and blood ; he, that loves my flesh and blood, is my 
friend: ergo, he that kisses my wife, is my friend. 
If men could be contented to be what they are, 
there were no fear in marriage; for young Charbon 
the puritan, and old Poysam the papist, howsoe'er 
their hearts are severed in religion, their heads are 
both one, they may joll horns together, like any 
deer i' the herd. 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and 
calumnious knave? 

Clo. A prophet I, madam ; and I speak the truth 
the next way :" 

For I the ballad will repeat, 

JVJiich men full true shalljindi i 

Your marriage comes by destiny^ I 

Your cuckoo sings by hind. ' 

Count. Get you gone, sir; I'll talk with you more , 
anon. 

Stew. May it please you, madam, that he bid 
Helen come to you ; of her I am to speak. 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman, I would 
speak with her; Helen I mean. 

Clo. fVas this fair face the cause^ quolk she, 

[Singing. 
fyiiy the Grecians sacked Troy? 
Fond done, done fond, 

fVas this king Priam's joy. 

' A prophet I, madam; and I ipeak the truth the next iwy.] 
It b a superstition, which has run through all ages and people, 
that natvrat foots have something in ihem of divinity. On \rfiich 
account tbej were esteemed sacred : Travellers tell ua in what 
esteem the Turks now hold them; nor had they less honoor paid 
them heretofore in Fiance, as appears from the old word bfnetj for 
znattmilfool. Nextvay, ia nearest wai/. 

» iVas this fmr face the cause, &c.] the name of Hdtn, whom 
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ffith that she sighed as she stood, 
fVtth that she sighed as she stood, 

And gave this sentence then ; 
Among nine bad if one be good. 
Among nine bad if one be good, 

There'syet one good in ten. 

Count. What, one good in ten ? you corrupt the 
song, sirrah. 

Clo. One good woman in ten, madam; which is 
a purifying o'the song: 'WouJd God would serve 
the world so all the year! we'd find no fault with 
the tythe-woman, if I were the parson : One in ten, 
quoth a' ! an we might have a good woman born 
but every blazing star, or at an earthquake, 'twould 
mend the lottery well;' a man may draw his heart 
out, ere he pluck, one. 

Count. You'll be gone, sir knave, and do as I 
command you ? 

Clo. That man should be at woman's command, 
and yet no hurt done I' — Though honesty be no pu- 
ritan, yet it will do no hurt; it will wear the surplice 
of humility over the black gown of a big heart. — 
I am going, forsooth : the business is for Helen to 
come hither. \_Exit Clown. 

Count. Well, now. 

the Counters has j ust called for, brings an old ballad on the sacking 
erf" Troy lo tbo Clown's mind. Fond done is foolishly done. 

' 'lumvld mend (Ae lolttry well ;] This surely is a Strang 

kind of phraseology. I have never met with any example of it m 
any of the coiilemporaiy writersj and if there were any proof 
thai in the lotteries of Queen Elizabeth's time wlittli were em- 
ployed, I should be inclined to read — lottery uArr/. M*lo»e- 

' Clo. Thai man, &c.] Here is an allusion, violently enough 
forced in, to satirize the obHiinacy with which the purilatu refused 
the use of the ecclesiastical habits, which was, at that time, one 
principal cause of the breach of the union, and, perhaps, to 'at' 
tinuate, that the modest purity of the surplice was sometimes a 
cover for pride. 
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I am from humble, he from honour'd name; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble : 
My master, my dear lord he is; and I 
His servant live, and will his vassal die: 
He must not be my brother. 

Count. Nor I your mother? 

Hel. You are my mother, madam ; 'Would you 

were 
(So that my lord, your son, were not my brother,) 
Indeed, my mother ! — or were you both our 

mothers, 
I care no more for," than I do for heaven. 
So I were not his sister: Can't no other, 
But, I your daughter, he must be my brother? 
Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter- 
in-law; 
God shield, you mean it not! daughter, ana | 

mother, 
So strive' upon yourpulse: What, pale again? 
My fear hath catch'dyour fondness: Now I see 
The mystery of your loneliness, and find 
Your salt tears' head.^ Now to all sense 'tis gross, 
You love my son ; invention is asham'd, 
Against the proclamation of thy passion. 
To say, thou dost not : therefore tell me true ; 
But tell me then, 'tis so: — for, look, thy cheeks 
Confess it, one to the other; and thine eyes 
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours, 
That in their kind^'they speak it: only sin 
And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue, 
That truth should be suspected : Speak, Is't so ? 

' I care no more for,] TTiere is a designed ambiguity : tan 
no more for, is, I care as much for. I wish it equally. Fabmek. 

"> - strive — ^] To utriw is to contend. 

■ Your salt tears head,] The source, the fountain of youi 
tears, the cause of your grief. Johnson. 

' in Iheir kind — ] i. e. in their language, according to I 
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If it be so, you have wound a goodly clue ; 
If it be not, forswear't : howe'er, I charge thee, 
As heaven shall work in me for thine avail, 
To tell me truly. 

Hel. Good madam, pardon me! 

Count. Do you love my son ? 

Hel. Your pardon, noble mistress ! 

Count. Love you my son ? 

Hel. Do not you love him, madam? 

Count. Go not about ; my love hath in't a bond. 
Whereof the world takes note: come, come, disclose 
The state of your aifection ; for your passions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Hel. Then, I confess. 

Here on my knee, before high heaven and you, 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, 
I love your son ; — 

My friends were poor, but honest ; so's my love : 
Be not offended ; for it hurts not him, 
That he is lov'd of me : I follow him not 
By any token of presumptuous suit ; 
Nor would I have him, till I do deserve him ; 
Yet never know how that desert should be. 
I know I love in vain, strive against hope; 
Yet, in this captious and intenible sieve,' 
I still pour in the waters of my love, 
And lack not to lose still :^ thus, Indian-like, 



' capriouB and iotcnible »«■«,] Dr. Farmer suppose* cap- 

timu to be a contraction of capacioui, 

Mr. Malone thinks it means recipimt, capable of n-criving 
what is put into it i and by intrnible, incapable of holding or re- 

• And lack nol to lose sliU .] Helena means to say, tliat, like a 
person who pours water into a vessel full o\' holes, and still conti- 
nues his employment, though he finds the wnier all lost, and the 
vessel empty, so, though she finds that Ike realrrs qf her tm-r are 
still lost, ttuit her aflection is tlirown away on an object whom she 
thinks rfie never can dewrve, she yet is not discouraged, l»it per- 
severes in her hopeless endeavour to accomplish her wishes, 
VOL. 111. E £ 
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Religious in mine error, I adore 
The sun, that looks upon his worshipper, 
But knows of him no more. My dearest madam, 
Let not your hate encounter with my love, 
For loving where you do : but, if yourself, 
Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth,' 
Did ever, in so true a flame of liking, 
Wish chastly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herself and love;* O then, give pity 
To her, whose state is such, that cannot choose 
But lend and give, where she is sure to lose ; 
That seeks not to find that her search implies, 
But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies. 

Count. Had you not lately an intent, speak truly. 
To go to Paris ? 

Hel. Madam, I had. 

Count. Wherefore? tell true. 

Hel. I will tell truth; by grace itself, I swear. 
You know, my father left me some prescriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effects, such as his reading, 
And manifest experience, had collected 
For general sovereignty; and that he will'd me 
In heedfuUest reservation to bestow them, 
As notes, whose faculties inclusive^ were. 
More than they were in note; amongst the rest. 
There is a remedy, approv'd, set down, 
To cure the desperate languishes, whereof 



' Whott agtd honour cites a virlaoui yintti,'] i, e. whoM re- 
ipectable conduct in age sAona, or provei, that you were no lev 
virtuous when young. 

* lyUh cha»tly, and love dearli/, that your Dian 
Was both heriflf and love;] i. e. Venus, Helena meana to 
say — " If ever you wished that the deity who preside* over chaa- 
tity, and the queen of amorous rites, were one and the same per- 
son; or, in other words, if ever you wished for the honest and 
lawfiil comple'tion of your chaste desires." 

-' notes, ■uhoae faculties inclusive — ] Receipts in whkh 

greater virtues were enclosed than appeared to cdiservBlion. 
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The king is render 'd lost. 

Count. This was your motive 

For Paris, was it? spealt. 

Hei. My lord your son made me to think of this; 
Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king, 
Had, from the conversation of my thoughts, 
Haply, been absent then. 

Count. But think you, Helen, 

If you should tender your supposed aid, 
He would receive it ? He and his physicians 
Are of a mind; he, that they cannot help him. 
They, that they cannot help : How shall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools, 
Embowell'dof their doctrine," have left off 
The danger to itself? 

Hel. There's something hints. 

More than my father's skill, which was the greatest 
Of his profession, that his good receipt 
Shall, for my legacy, be sanctified 
By the luckiest stars in heaven : and, would your 

honour 
But give me to leave to try success, I'd venture 
The well-lost life of mine on his grace's cure, 
By such a day, and hour. 

Count. Dost thou believe't ? 

HeL Ay, madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen, thou shalt have my leave, 
and love. 
Means, and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To those of mine in court ; I'll stay at home. 
And pray God's blessing into thy attempt : 
Be gone to-morrow ; and be sure of this. 
What I can help thee to, thou shalt not miss. 

[^Exeunt. 

' Emtffwfird of titir doctrine,'] i. e. exhausted of iheir skill. 
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ACT II. 
SCENE I Fvis. A Boom n iie Kings Palace. 

Flaurisk, Enter King, with yamng Lords, taking 
leatre for tke Florendne mar ; Bsktram, Pa- 
KOiX£S, and Auendanls. 

King. Farev^, y<>ving lord, these warlike prin- 
ciples 
Do not throw firom yoa : — and you, my lord, &re- 

well : — 
Share the advice betwixt yoa ; if both gain all. 
The gift doth stretdi itself as *tis recdv^d. 
And is enough ior both. 

1 Lard. It is our hope, sir. 

After well entered soldiers, to return 
And find your grace in health. 

King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege.' Farewell, young lords; 
Whether I live or die, be vou the sons 
Of worthy Frenchmen : let higher Italy 
(Tliose 'bated, that inherit but the fall 
Of the last monarchy,) see,^ that you come 



fmd yet my heart, &c.] i. e. in the common phrase, / 
am still heart -Tchole; my spirits, by not sinking under my distem- 
per, do not acknowledge its influence. 
• -^— let higher Italy 
(Those 'bated, that inherit but thefaU 

Of the last monarchy,) see, &c.] The antient geographers 
have divided Italy into the higher and the lower, the Apennine 
hills being a kind of natural line of partition -, the side next the 
Adriatic was denominated the higher Italy, and the other side the 
lower; and the two seas follow^ the same terms of distinction, 
the Adriatic being called the upper Sea, and the lyrrhene, or 
Tuscan^ the lower. Now the Sennones^ or Seoob, with whom 
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Not to woo Iionour, but to wed it ; when 

The bravest questant shrinks, find what you seek, 

That fame may cry you loud : I say, farewell. 

2 Lord. Health, at your bidcling, serve youi 
majesty ! 

King. Those girls of Italy, take heed of them ; 
They say, our French lack language to deny, 
If they demand; beware of being captives, 
Before you serve," 

Both. Our hearts receive your warnings. 

King. Farewell. — Come hither to me. 

[The King retires to a cour.h, 

1 Lord. O my sweet lord, that you will stay be- 

hind us! 
Par. Tis not his fault; the spark 

2 Lord. O, 'tis brave wars ! 
Par. Most admirable ; I have seen those wars. 
Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil 

with; 
Too young, and the next year, and 'tis loo early. 
Par. An thy mind stand to it, boy, steal away 

bravely. 
Ber. I shall stand here the forehorse to a 
smock, 
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry. 
Till honour be bought up, and no sword worn, 

ihe FlorenHnes are here nipposed to be at war, inhabited (he 
higher Italy, their chief town being Armimuin, now called Ri- 
mini, upon the Adriatic. Hanmek. 

Dr. Johiuon says, that the leme may be this: Let upper Italy, 
where you are to eaterciae your valour, tee that you tame lo gain 
honour, lo the abatement, that ii, lo the dugraet and dtpresaion of 
Ihme that have now lost their antient military fame, and inherit 
but Ihe fall of the lant monarchy. To abalr is used by Sbakspeaic 
in tlie original sense of itlmK-r, to diprrtt, to aink, to drjcef, to 

• btvjart of bring eap/irrf, • 

Before you •ervej The word leive it equivocal; tlieseme is, 
lie nut captive* before you aerve in the war. 
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But one to dance with!' By heaven, I'll steal 
away. 

1 Lord. There's honour in the theft. 

Par. Commit it, Count. 

2 Lord. I am your accessary ; and so farewell. 
Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured 

body. 

1 Lord. Farewell, captain. 

1 Lord. Sweet monsieur Parolles I 

Par. Noble heroes, my sword and yours are kin. 
Good sparks and lustrous, a word, good metals: — 
You shall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one 
captiun Spurio, with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, 
here on his sinister cheek; it was tliis very sword 
entrenched it: say to him, I live; and observe his 
reports for me. 

2 Lord. We shall, noble captain. 

Par. Mars dote on you for his novices ! [^Exeunt 
Lords.] Wliat will you do ? 

Ber, Stay ; the lung [Seeing him rise. 

Par. Use a more spacious ceremony to the noble 
lords ; you have restrained yourself within the list of 
too cold an adieu : be more expressive to them ; for 
they wear themselves in the cap of the time, there, 
do muster true gait,^ eat, speak, and move under 



— anrfno mporrfiti 



Bui one to dance vAlkll It should be remembered that, in 
Sbakspeare's time, it was usual for gentlemen to dance witli swords 
on. Our author gave to all countries the manners of his own, 

* they wror themselves in lie cap uj' the time, there, do 

mailer true gait, 8ec,] The obscurity of ihe passage arises from 
the ^ntastical language of a character like ParoUes, whose afiecta- 
tion of wit urges his imagination from one allusion to another, 
without allowing time for his judgment to deteirnine their coogni' 
ity. The cap of /i»pf being tiie first image that occurs, true gait, 
manner of eating, speaking, ice. are the several oraameDts which 
they miuler, place, or arrange in lime's cap. This is done under 
ihe infivcnce of the most m'ciicd star; that is, the person in the 
highest repute for setting the fashions; — and though the derik were 
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the influence of the most received star ; and though 
the devil lead the measure,' such are to be followed: 
after them, and take a more dilated farewell. 

Ber, And I will do so. 

Par. Worthy fellows; and like to prove most 
sinewy sword-men. 

{^Exeunt Bebtham oTtd Parolles. 

Enter La feu. 

La/. Pardon, my lord, [Kneeling.'] for me and 
for my tidings. 

King. I'll fee thee to stand up. 

Laf. Then here's a man 

Stands, that has brought his pardon. I would, you 
Had kneel'd, my lord, to ask me mercy ; and 
That, at my bidding, you could so stand up. 

King. I would I had ; so I had broke thy pate. 
And ask'd thee mercy for't. 

Lqf. Goodfaith, across:* 

But, my good lord, 'tis thus; Will you be cur'd 
Of your itilirmity? 

King. No. 

Lnf. O, will you eat 

No grapes, my royal fox ? yes, but you will. 
My noble grapes, an if my royal fox 
Could reach them : I have seen a medicine,' 
That's able to breathe life into a stone; 



to lead the meuure or daitct of fashion, such is their implicit nib- 
nUHioD, that even be must be foUowf^d. Henlkv. 

* lead the measure,] i. e. the dance. 

* acrots:"] llui word is used when any pais of wit mis- 

carrieii. While chivalty waa in vogue, breaking «pean against a 
quintain was a favourite exorcise. He who shivered the greaiest 
Dumber waa esteemed the most adroit) but then it was to be 
perl'omied eucUy with the point, for if achieved by a ude- 
strokc, or across, it showed lUiBkilfulneas, and disgraced the prac- 

' — ^ iHidicinr,'} is here put fora tAt-phytician. 
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Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary,' 
With spritely fire and motion ; whose simple touch 
Is powerful to araise king Pepin, nay, 
To give great Charlemain a pen in his hand. 
And write to her a love-line. 

King. What her is this ? 

Laf. Why, doctor she: My lord, there's one 
arriv'd, 
If you will see her, — now, by my faith and honour. 
If seriously I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have spoke 
With one, that, in her sex, her years, profession,' 
Wisdom, and constancy, hath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my weakness:* Will you see her 
(For that is her demand) and know her business ? 
That done, laugh well at me. 

King. Now, good Lafeu, 

Bring in the admiration; that we with thee 
May spend our wonder too, or take off thine. 
By wond'ring how thou took'st it. 

Laf. Nay, I'll fit you. 

And not be all day neither. \Exit Lafeu. 

King. Thus he his special nothing ever prologues. 

Re-enter Lapeu, with Helena. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways. 
King. This haste hath wings indeed. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways; 
This is his majesty, say your mind to him : 



* — — dance canary,] a kind of dance. 

' hrr ytars, profession,] By prq/esiion b meant her docU- 

ration of the end and purpose of ber coming. 

' Than I dare blame mv weakness:} Ljifeu's meaning appears to 
me to be this : — " That the amazement she excited in him was so 
great, that he could not impute it merely to bis own weakness, 
but to the wonderliil qualities of the object that occasioned it." 

M.Masoh, 
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A traitor you do look like ; but such traitors 
His majesty seldom fears : I am Cressid's uncle,' 
That dare leave two together : fare you well. [Exit. 

King. Now, fair one, does your business follow 
us? 

flel. Ay, my good lord. Gerard de Narbon was 
My father; in what he did profess, well found.' 

King. I knew him. 

Hel. The rather will I spare my praises towards 
him; 
Knowing him, is enough. On his bed of death 
Many receipts he gave me; chiefly one, 
Which, as the dearest issue of his practice, 
And of his old experience the only darling, 
He bad me store up, as a triple eye, 
Safer than mine own two, more dear; I have so: 
And, hearing your high majesty is touch 'd 
With that malignant cause wherein the honour 
Of my dear fatner's gift stands cliief in power, 
I come to tender it, and my appliance, 
With all bound humbleness. 

King. We thank you, maiden; 

But may not be so credulous of cure, — 
When our most learned doctors leave us ; and 
The congregated college have concluded 
That labouring art can never ransonie nature 
From her inaidable estate, — I say we must not 
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope. 
To prostitute our past-cure malady 
To cmpiricks; or to dissever so 
Our great self and our credit, to esteem 
A senseless help, when help past sense we deem. 

//e/. My duty then shall pay me for my pains: 
I will no more enforce mine office on you ; 

• — Creuid'i tMck,"] I am like Pandanu. See Troilut and 
Cretnda, 

' — vxU/vmtdJ} i. e. ot knovm, aclcnowledged, excellenoe. 
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Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 
A modest one to bear me back again. 

King. I cannot give thee leas, to be call'd 
grateful : 
Thou thought'st to help me; and such thanks I 

give, 
As one near death to those that wish him live: 
But, what at full I know, thou know'st no part; 
I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 

Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try. 
Since you set up your rest 'gainst remedy ; 
He that of greatest works is finisher, 
Oft does them by the weakest minister: 
So holy writ in babes hath judgment shown. 
When judges have been babes. Great iloods haw 

flown 
From simple sources; and great seas have dried. 
When miracles have by the greatest been denied.' 
Oft expectation fails, and most oft there 
Where most it promises; and oft it hits. 
Where hope is coldest, and despair most sits. 

King. 1 must not hear thee; fare thee well, kind 
maid; 
Thy pains, not us'd, must by thyself be paid: 
Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward. 

HeU Inspired merit so by breath is barr'd : 
It is not so with him that all things knows. 
As 'tis with us that square our guess by shows: 
But most it is presumption in us, when 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. 
Dear sir, to my endeavours give consent; 
Of heaven, not me, make an experiment. 
I am not an impostor, that proclaim 
Myself against the level of mine aim;^ 



* IVitH miracles have by Ike grealett bren denied.'] 
lined, or contemned. 

' Myself agaiatt Ikt level of mine aim ,-] i, e. 2 t 



mKittmim- 
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But know I think, and think I know most sure. 
My art is not past power, nor you past cure. 

King. Art thou so confident ? Within what space 
Hop'st thou my cure ? 

Hel. The greatest grace lending grac^ 

Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diiynal ring ; 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moist Hespei-us hath quench'd his sleepy lamp; 
Or four and twenty times the pilot's glass 
Hath told the thievish minutes how they pass; 
What is infirm from your sound parts shall fly, 
Health shall live free, and sickness freely die. 

King. Upon thy certainty and confidence, 
What dar'st thou venture ? 

Hel, Tax of impudence, — 

A strumpet's boldness, a divulged shame, — 
Traduc'd by odious ballads ; my maiden's name 
Sear'd otherwise; no worse of worst extended,* 
With vilest torture let my life be ended. 

King. Metliinks, in thee some blessed spirit doth 
speak; 
His powerful sound, within an organ weak: 
And what impossibility would sliiy 
In common sense, sense saves another way.* 
Thy life is dear; for all, that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath estimate;" 

futtar that proclaim one thing and design another, that proclaim a 
cure and aim at a Irauil. 

' BO Korte of vonl alendrd,"] i.e. to be be so de&med 

that nothing severer can be Hid against tbote who are most pub- 
lickly reported to be infamotu. 

' jind wAal impMiibUity uoutd slay 
In cmmim taut, K/iie lavei anathtr 'waji.'] 1. e. and that 
which, if I touted lo my reason, I should think impouible, I yet, 
perceiviiig the« to be actuated by some blessed spirit, think thee 
capable A eifecting. Maloke. 

_ ■ — — in tlirt kaih edimatei] May be covnttd among the gifti 
enjoyed by ihee. Jounsok. 
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Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, virtue, all 
Tliat happiness and prime" can happy call: 
Thou this to hazard, needs must intimate 
Skill infinite, or monstrous desperate. 
Sweet practiser, thy physiclc I will try ; 
That ministers thine own death, if 1 die. 

Hel. If I break time, or flinch in property' 
Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die; 
And well deserv'd: Not helping, death's my fee,- 
But, if I help, what do you promise me ? 

King. Make thy demand. 

Ifel. But will you make it even ? 

King. Ay, by my sceptre, and my hopes of hea- 
ven. 

Hel. Then shalt thou give me, with thy kingly 
hand, 
What husband in thy power I will command : 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To choose from forth the royal blood of France; 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy state:' 
But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know 
Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow. 

King. Here is my hand ; the premises observ'd. 
Thy will by my performance shall be serv'd; 
So make the choice of thy own time; for I, 
Thy resolv'd patient, on thee still rely. 
More should I question thee, and more I must; 
Though, more lo know, could not be more to trnst; 
From whence thou cam'st, how tended on, — But rest 
Unquestion'd welcome, and undoubted blest, — 



' prime — ] Youth ; the sprightly vigour of life, 

' in property — ] In prirperly seems to be here uaed, with 

much lastly, for — in tlu due ptrj'nrmance. 

■ It'itk any branch or image of Ihi/ ttate :] Branch refers to the 

collateral descendants of the royal blood, and image to the (brd 

and immediate liw. Henley. 
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Give me some help here, ho ! — If thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed shall match thy deed. 
[Flourixk. Exeunt. 



SCENE IL 
RousiUon. ^ Room in the Countess's Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count. Come on, sir; I shall now put you to the 
height of your breeding. 

Ch. I will show myself highly fed, and lowly 
taught : I know my business is but to the court. 

Count. To the court ! why, what place make you 
special, when you put off that with such contempt? 
But to the court! 

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any 
manners, he may easily put it off at court: he that 
cannot make a leg, put ofTs cap, kiss his hand, and 
say nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; 
and, indeed, such a fellow, to say precisely, were 
not for the court : but, for me, I have an answer will 
serve all men. 

Count. Marry, that's a bountiful answer, that 
fits all questions, 

Ch. It is like a barber's chair, that fits ail but- 
tocks; the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the 
brawn-buttock, or any buttock. 

Count. Will your answer serve fit to all questions? 

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an at- 
torney, as your French crown for your tafFata punk, 
as Tib's rush for Tom's fore-finger, as a pancake for 
Sh rove-Tuesday, a morris for May-day, as the nail 
to his hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a scolding 
uean to a wrangling knave, as the nun's lip to the 
Tiar's mouth; nay, as the pudding to his skin. 



?; 



I vr. ai flMcr of SDcfa fit- 
far jfl[ oDCSCiaasr 
Cim YrrxBL bAjm war <0iS2l to hrwath your 

CiHit. k must be ai aoswcr of most moostiaus 
f^i^ , tOBC '^m^ wc 2iL fBnmifirtifi 

CU. Bat 2 trid& readier. 31 good ^tfa, if the 
learned ^ikocdd fpak zraxh at it: face k is, and all 
that bdoce^ to'i: Ask 3ie. ':£ I am a courtier; it 
ihafl do TOO DO hsm to jearri. 

CMBtf. To be jomig agaEOr^ ^ ve cooid: I will 
be a fi:^ in qcestxu, bqpin^ ta be the wisor by 
yooraoaver. IpnrTOo, ar, se 10a a ooortier ? 

Cfo, O Lord, ar>^ ^Tbete^s a smple putting 

Off ; — more, more, a bmufc e d of tfacm. 

Cmmi. Sr, I am a poor firkod of yours, that 
lores you. 

do. O Lord, sr, — Thick, thick, qMore not me. 

Csfoi/. I thi^L, sir, you can cat none of this 
homdy meal* 

do. OLord,sir^ — ^Nay, pot me to*t, I warrant you* 

Onmi. You were lately whipped, sir, as I think. 

do. O Lord, sir, — Spare not me. 

Count. Do you cr}-, O L/yrd^ sir, at your whip- 
ping, and 9pare not me? Indeed, your Lordy sir, 
h very sequent to your whipping ; you would answer 
very well to a whipping, if you were but bound to\. 

Clo. I ne'er had worse luck in my life, in my — 
Lcrdj sir : I see, things may serve long, but not 
serve ever. 

Count. I play the noble housewife with the time, 
to entertain it so merrily with a fool. 

' To be young again,] Tbe lady censures her own levity in tri- 
fling with her jester^ as a ridiculous attempt to return back to 
youth. 

• 1/)rd, «>,] A ridicule on that foolish exf^tive of speech 
then in vogue at court* 
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Clo. O Lord, sir, — Why, there't serves well again. 

Count. An end, sir, to your business: Give Helen 
this, 
And urge her to a present answer back : 
Commend me to my kinsmen, and my son ; 
This is not much. 

Clo. Not much commendation to them. 

Count. Not much employment for you: Yo^i un- 
derstand me ? 

Clo. Most fruitfully ; I am there before my legs. 

Count. Haste you again. [^Exeunt severally. 



Paris. jY Room in the King's Palace. 

Enter Bertbam, Lapeu, and Paeollbs. 

Laf. They say, miracles are past; and we have 
our philosophical persons, to make modem' and 
familiar things, supernatural and causeless. Hence 
is it, that we make trifles of terrors; ensconcing 
ourselves into seeming knowledge, when we should 
submit ourselves to an unknown fear.* 

Par. Why, 'tis the rarest argument of wonder, 
that hath shot out in our latter times. 

Ber. And so 'tis, 

Laf. To be relinquished of the artists, 

Par. So I say ; both of Galen and Paracelsus. 

Laf. Of all the learned and authentick fellows,* — 

Par. Right, so I say. 

Laf That gave him out incurable, — 

* — modrrn—'i i. e. comnwn, ordiRarjr. 

' »(i*»oii« fear.] Ftar U hete an dt^ect of fear. 

' autheniick trllowi,'] The epithet auliaUick vm ia our 

mdior'i time particularly applied to the leanie<l. 
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Tar. Why, there 'tis; so say I too. 

Laf. Not to be helped,— 

Far, Right: as 'twere, a man assured of an- 

Laf. Uncertain life, and sure death. 

Par. Just, you say well ; so would I have said. 

Laf. I may truly say, it is a novelty to the world, 

Par. It is, indeed : if you will have it in show- 
ing, you shall read it in, What do you call 

there ? — 

Laf A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly 
actor. 

Par. That's it I would have said; the very same. 

Laf Why, your dolphin is not lustier:' 'fore me 
I speak in respect 

Par. Nay, "tis strange, 'tis very strange, that is 
the brief and the tedious of it; and he is of a most 
facinorous spirit,' that will not acknowledge it to be 
the 

Laf. Very hand of heaven. ■ 

Par, k}j, so I say. I 

Laf In a most weak ^ 

Par. And debile minister, great power, great 
transcendence: which should, indeed, give us a fur- 
ther use to be made, than alone the recovery of 
king, as to be - 

Laf, Generally thankful. 

Enter King, Helena, and Attendants. 

Par. I would have said it; you say well: HerS'| 
comes the king. 

Laf, Lustick,* as the Dutchman says: I'll like 

" lyhji, your dolphin is not /ludVr.] By dniphia U meant tbe 
datiphin, the Iteir apparent, and the hope of the crown of Fiance, 
His title h so translated in all the old books. 

' fecinoTOus t/itrtf,] /acinoroa* is wicked. 

' Luatick:] Liw^^A is the Dutch word for luily, chearfiil, 

pleasant. 
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maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my head: 
Why, he's able to lead her a coranto. 

Par. Morldu Ftnaigre! Is not this Helen? 

Laf. 'Fore God, I think so. 

King. Go, call before me all the lords in court. — 
\_Exil an All^uiant. 
Sit, my preserver, by thy patient's side; 
And with this healthtui hand, whose banish'd sense 
Thou hast repeal'd, a second time receive 
The confirmation of my promis'd gift. 
Which but attends tliy naming. 

Enter several Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye; this youthful parcel 

Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, 

O'er whom both sovereign power and father's voice" 

I have to use: thy frank election make; 

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to forsake. 

Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous mistress 
Fall, when love please! — marry, to each, but one!' 

Laf. I'd give bay Curtal,^ and his furniture. 
My mouth no more were broken' than these boys*. 
And writ as little beard. 

King. Peruse them well : 

Not one of those, but had a noble father. 

Hel. Gentlemen, 
Heaven hath, through me, restor'd the king tohealth. 

jIU. We understand it, and thank heaven for you. 

Hel. I am a simple maid; and therein wealthiest, 

That, I protest, I simply am a maid : 

Please it your majesty, I have done already : 

• Crr v/tom hoik mttrngn potrtr and Other's T-<nce— ] They 
were hi* Tsardia* well as bit lul^ects. Hkhlf.y. 

■ martyt to eaek, but one!] i. e. «uvpt one. 

*-~—bayCKrtal,'\ i. e. a bay, docked horse. 

' My mouth na mart were broken — ] A brokrn monlk U a 
moath which hw lost part of iti tci;Ui. JoiiMOii. 
VOL. III. Fp 
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The blushes in my cheeks thus whisper riie, 
We blushj that thou should! st choose ; butj be refus^d^ 
Let the white death* sit on thy cheek for ever; 
fVe'll ne'er come there again. 

King. Make choice; and, see. 

Who shuns thy love, shuns all his love in me. 

HeL Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly ; 
And to imperial Love, that god most high. 
Do my sighs stream.— Sir, will you hear my suit? 

1 Lord. And grant it. 

Hel. Thanks, sir; all the rest is mute.* 

Laf. I had rather be in this choice, than throw 
ames-ace® for my life. 

HeL The honour, sir, that flames in your fair eyes, 
Before I speak, too threateningly replies : 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that so wishes, and her humble love ! 

2 Lord. No better, if you please. 

HeL My wish receive. 

Which great love grant ! and so I take my leave. 

Laf. Do all they deny her ?^ An they were sons 
of mine, I'd have them whipped ; or I would send 
them to the Turk, to make eunuchs of. 

HeL Be not afraid [To a Lord] that I your hand 
should take; 
ril never do you wrong for your own sake: 
Blessing upon your vows ! and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed ! 

"* Let the white death, 4? c] The white death is the ch/orosu. 
Tlie pestilence that ravaged England in the reign of Edward III. 
was called *' the black death,'* 

' the rest is mute.] i. e. I have no more to say to you. 

^ aines-ace — ] i. e. the lowest chance of the dice. 

^ Laf. Do all they dent/ herf] None of them have yet denied 
her, or deny her afterwards, but Bertram. The scene must be so 
regulated that Lafeu and ParoUes talk at a distance, where they 
may see what passes between Helena and the lords, but not hear 
it, so that they know not by whom the refusal is made. 

' Johnson. 
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Laf. These boys are boys of ice, they'll none 
have her: sure, they are bastards to the Enghsh; 
the French ne'er got them. 

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good. 
To make yourself a son out of my blood. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not so, 

Laf. There's one grape yet, — 1 am sure, thy fa- 
ther drank wine. — But if thou be'st not an ass, I 
am a youth of fourteen; I have known thee 
already. 

Hel. I dare not say, I take you; [To BebtramJ 
but I give 
Me, and my service, ever whilst I live, 
Into your guiding power. — This is the man. 

King. Why then, young Bertram, take her, she's 
thy wife. 

fier. My wife, my Hege? I shall beseech your 
highness, 
In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King. Know'st thou not, Bertram, 

What she has done for me f 

Ber. Yes, my good lord; 

But never hope to know why I should marry her. 

King. Thou know'st, she has rais'd me from my 
sickly bed. 

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Must answer for your raising ? I know her well ; 
She had her breeding at my father's charge: 
A poor physician's daughter my wife ! — Disdain 
Rather corrupt me ever ! 

King. 'Tis only title* thou disdain'st in her, the 
which 
I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods. 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 



rmly lillt — ] i. e. the want of title. 
pv 2 
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Would quite cxwifound distinction, yet stand off 

In differences so mighty: If she be 

All that is virtuous, (save what thou dislik'st, 

A poor physician's daughter,) thou dislik'st 

Of virtue for the name : but do not so : 

From lowest place when virtuous things proceed, 

The place is dignitied by the doer's deed : 

Where great additions swell,' and virtue none. 

It is a dropsied honour: good alone 

Is good, without a name ; vileness is so:' 

The property by what it is should go, 

Notby the title. She is young, wise, fair; 

In these to nature she's immediate heir; 

And these breed honour: that is honour's scom, 

Which challenges itself as honour's bom,^ 

And is not like the sire : Honours best thrive, 

When rather from our acts we them derive 

Than our fore-goers: the mere word's a slave, 

Debauch'd on every tomb ; on every grave, 

A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb, 

Where dust, and damn'd oblivion, is the tomb 

Of honour'd bones indeed. What should be said ? 

If thou canst like this creature as a maid, 

I can create the rest: virtue, and she, 

Is her own dower; honour, and wealth, from me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do't. 

King. Thou wrong* St thyself, if thou should'st 
strive to choose. 

Uel. That you are well restor'd, my lord, I am glad; 
Let the rest go. 

<* tf'here great additioiu nctll,'] jSdditioHt are the (ides ami de- 
scriptions by which tnea are distinguished from each other. 

' good alone 

Isgood, juithovt a name ; vitmtss u so:'} The meaning is,— 
Good is good, independent on any worldly distinction at title ; » 
vileness is vile, in whatever state it may appear. Malone. 

* honour's bom,'] is the rAi/(/ of honour. Bora is here used, 

Bsdn'ra still is in the North. Henlet. 
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King. My honour's at the stake; which to defeat, 
I must produce my power: Here, take her hand. 
Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift; 
That dost in vile misprision shackle up 
My love, and her desert ; that canst not dream. 
We, poizing us in her defective scale, 
Shall weigh thee to the beam :^ that wilt not know, 
It is in us to plant thine honour, where 
We please to have it grow: Check thy contempt: 
Obey our will, which travails in thy good: 
Believe not thy disdain, but presently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right, 
Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims; 
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever, 
Into the staggers,* and the careless lapse 
Of youth and ignorance; both my revenge and 

hate, 
Loosing upon thee in the name of justice, 
Without all terms of pity ; Speak ; thine answer. 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I submit 
My fancy to your eyes : When I consider, 
What great creation, and what dole of honour, 
Flies where you bid it, I find, that she, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The praised of the king; who, so ennobled. 
Is, as 'twere, bom so. 

King. Take her by the hand, 



IVr 



- thai cmtt not drram, 
fiaixing im in ker defectnit tcale. 



Shall vxigh ikee to the btam .] That canst not understand, that 
if you and Ibis maiden should be weighed logetber, nnd our royal 
&vourB should be thrown into ber scale, (which you esteem so 
light,] we should make ibit in which you should be placed, to 
itrike the beam. Malome. 

* hlo the staggers,] One specie* of the ilaggai, or the korte't 
apoplexy, is a raging impatience, which make* the animal dash 
hitnsell with a destructive violence against posta or walls, lo this 
the allusion, I suppose, is made. Jou.isuk. 
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And tell her, she is thine: to whom I promise 
A coiinterpoize ; if not to thy estate, 
A balance more replete. 

Ber. I take her hand. 

King. Good fortune, and the favour of the 
king, 
Smile upon this contract; whose ceremony 
Shall seem expedient on the now- bom brief. 
And be perform'd to-night:* the solemn feast 
Shall more attend upon the coming space, 
Expecting absent friends. As thou lov'st her, 
Thy love's to me religious; else, does err. 

[^Exeunt King, Bertram, Helena, Lords, 
and Attendants. 

Laf. Do you hear, monsieur f a word with you. 

Par. Your pleasure, sir ? 

Lqf. Your lord and master did well to make his 
recantation. 

Par. Recantation ? — My lord f my master ? 

Laf. Ay ; Is it not a language, I speak ? 

Par. A most harsh one ; and not to be understood 
without bloody succeeding. My master? 

Laf. Are you companion to the count Rousillon ? 

Par. To any count; to all counts; to what is 
man. 



' ichoM ceranany 

Shall setm expedient on the now-bom brief. 
And be perform'd to night:'\ A brief, io ancient language, 
means any short and summary writing or proceeding. The noa- 
harn brief is another phrase for Ihe contract recenlli/ and iuddenly 
made. The ceremoitf/ of it [says the king) thatl seem la haattn 
after itt short preiiniinory, and be perfornud to-night. Sec. 

Steevews. 
The meaning of the present passage, I believe, is : Gobd 
fortune, and the king's favour, smile on this short contract; the 
ceremonial part of which shall immediatelj/ pass, — tMlJoUou! dote 
on the troth nouj ptighied between the parties, and be periormed 
this night j the solemn feast shall be delayed to a ftiture time. 

Ma LOSE. 
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Laf. To what is count's man; count's master is 
of another style. 

Par. You are too old, sir; let it satisfy you, you 
are too old. 

Laf. I must tell thee, sirrah, I write man; to 
which title age camiot bring thee. 

Far. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries," to be 
a pretty wise fellow; thou didst make tolerable vent 
of thy travel; it might pass: yet the scarfs, and the 
bannerets, about thee, did manifoldly dissuade me 
from believing thee a vessel of too great a burden. 
I have now found thee; when I lose thee again. I 
care not: yet art thou good for nothing but taking 
up;' and that thou art scarce worth. 

Par. Hadst thou not tlie privilege of antiquity 
upon thee, 

Laf. Do not plunge thyself too far in anger, lest 
thou hasten thy trial; — which if — Lord have mercy 
on thee for a hen ! So, my good window of lattice, 
fare thee well ; thy casement I need not open, for I 
look through thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par. My lord, you give me most egregious in- 
dignity. 

Laf. Ay, with all my heart ; and thou art worthy 
of it. -^ ■ , 

Par. I have not, my lord, deserved it. 

Laf. Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and I 
will not bate thee a scruple. 

Par. Well, I shall be wiser. 

Laf. E'en as soon as thou canst, for thou hast to 
pull at a smack o' the contrary. If ever thou be'st 
bound in thy scarf, and beaten, shoushalt tind what 

" for tico ordinariei,'] Whilst I sat twice with fhet st 

table. JoiiNsoK. 

' taking up;] To tiikf vp i« to ctmlradkl, to call low 

(Wffl(; i% vreti a» to pick of the gruunil. JouKftON. 
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it is to be proud of thy bondage. I have a desire to 
hold my acquaintance with thee, or rather my 
knowledge; that I may say, in the default,' he is a 
man I know. 

Par. My lord, you do me most insupportable 
vexation. 

Laf. I would it were hell-pains for thy sake, and 
my poor doing eternal: for doing I am past; as I 
will by thee, in what motion age will give me 
leave.* [Exit. 

Par. Well, thou hast a son shall take this dis- 
grace otF me; scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lord! — 
Well, I must be patient; there is no fettering of 
authority. I'll beat him, by my life, if I can meet 
him with any convenience, an he were double and 
double a lord. I'll have no more pity of his age, 
than I would have of — I'll beat him, an if I could 
but meet him again. 

Re-enter Lapeu. 

Laf. Sirrah, your lord and master's married, 
there's news for you ; you have a new mistress. 

Par. I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship to 
make some reservation of your wrongs : He is my 
good lord : whom I serve above, is my master. 

Laf. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, sir. 

Laf. The devil it is, that's thy master. Why dost 
thou garter up thy arms o' this fashion ? dost make 

* in the default, '\ That is, at a need. 

" for doing I am past ; ai I mil by thee, in lahat motion 

agr will give rnt Irave.'] Mr. Edwards has, I think, gifcn the tree 
meaning of Lafeu's words. " / cannot do nuicA, says Lafen; 
doing 1 am past, as 1 will by thee in what motion age wiil give me 
leare ; i. e. as I will pass bi/ thee as fast as I am able : — and be im- 
mediately goes out. It is a play on the word past: the cottceit 
indeed b poor, but Sbalupeare plainly meant it." Malohx. 
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hose of thy sleeves ? do other servants so ? Thou 
wert best set thy lower part where thy nose stands. 
By mine honour, if I were but two hours younger, 
I'd beat thee: methinks, thou art a general offence, 
and every man should beat thee. I think, thou 
wast created for men to breathe themselves upon 
thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeserved measure, my 
lord. 

Laf. Go to, sir; you were beaten in Italy for 
picking a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a 
vagabond, and no true traveller: you are more saucy 
with lords, and honourable personages, than the 
heraldry of your birth and virtue gives you com- 
mission. You are not worth another word, else I'd 
call you knave. I leave you. \jExii. 

Enter Bertrau. 

Par. Good, very good; it is so then. — Good, 
very good; let it be concealed a while. 

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares forever! 

Par. What is the matter, sweetheart? 

Ber. Although before the solemn priest I have 
swoni, 
I will not bed her. 

Par. What ? what, sweet heart ? 

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me: — 
I'll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 

Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits 
The tread of a man's foot: to the wars! 

Ber. There's letters from my mother; what the 
import is, 
I know not yet. 

Par. Ay, that would be known: To the wars, 
my boy, to the wars I 
He wears his honour in a box unseen, 
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That hugs his kicksy-wicksy ' here at home; 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 
Which should sustain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars's fiery steed : To other regions ! 
France is a stable; we that dwell in"t, jades; 
Therefore, to the war! 

Ber. It shall be so ; I'll send her to my house. 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled ; write to the king 
That which I durst not speak; His present gift 
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields, 
Where noble fellows strike: War is no strife 
To the dark house,'* and the detested wife. 

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art sure ? 

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and advise me. 
I'll send her straight away: To-morrow 
I'll to the wars, she to her single sorrow. 

Par. Why, these balls bound; there's noise in k. 
— 'Tishard; 
A young man, married, is a man that's marr'd: 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely; go: 
The king has done you wrong; but, hush! 'tis so. 
[Exeunt* 



SCENE IV. 
The same. Another Room in ike same. i 



Enter Helena and Clown. 
Uel. My mother greets me kindly : Is she well ? 
do. She is not well; but yet she has her health: 

' TAal hugt his kicksy-wicksy, Stc] Sir T. Hanmer, in Iris 
.Glossary, observes, that kkksy-wicktg is a made word in ridicule 
and disdain of a wife. 

* To the dark-house,] The dark house is a house made gloomy 
by discontent. 
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she's very merry; but yet she is not wellt but 
thanks be given, she's very well, and wants nothing 
i'the world; but yet she is not well. 

Hel. If she be very well, what does she ail, that 
she's not very well ? 

Clo. Truly, she's very well, indeed, but for two 
things. 

Hel. What two things? 

Clo, One, that she's not in heaven, whither God 
send her quickly! the other, that she's in earth, 
from whence God send her quickly ! 



\ 



Enter Parolles. 

Par. Bless you, my fortunate lady ! 

Hel. I hope, sir, I have your good will to have 
mine own good fortunes. 

Par. You hatl my prayers to lead them on : and 
to keep them on, have them still. — O, my knave! 
How does my old lady ? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her 
money, I would she did as you say. 

Par. Why, I say nothing. 

Clo. Marry, you are the wiser man; for many 
a man's tongue shakes out his master's undoing: 
To say nothing, to do nothing, to know no- 
thing, and to have nothing, is to be a great part of 
your title; which is within a very little of no- 
thing. 

Par. Away, thou'rt a knave. 

Clo. You should have said, sir, before a knave 
thou art a knave; that is, before me thou art a 
knave : this had been truth, sir. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 



thee. 



Clo. Did 



you 



find 1 



1 yourself, 
you taught to find me? The search. 



8irr or were 
sir, was pro- 
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fitable; and much fool may you find in you, even to 
the world's pleasure, and the increase of laughter. 

Par. A good knave, i'faith, and well fed. — 
Madam, my lord will go away tonight; 
A very serious business calls on him. 
The great prerogative and right of love, 
Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknow- 
ledge; 
But puts it off by a compell'd restraint; 
Whose want, and whose delay, is strewed with I 

sweets, 
Which they distil now in the curbed time, 
To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy, 
And pleasure drown the brim. 

Hel. What's his will else i 

Par, That you will take your instant leave o' the 
king. 
And make this haste as your own good proceeding, 
Strengthen'd with what apology you think ! 

May make it probable need.' 

Hel. What more commands he? 

Par. That, having this obtain'd, you presently 
Attend his further pleasure. 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will. 

Par. I shall report it so. 

Hei i pray you. — Come, arr«h.J 

[£xeunl.] 

SCENE V. 
Another Room in the same. 

Enter Lafeu and Bertbah. 

Lqf. But, I hope, your lordship thinks not him a 
soldier. 

' — — probable netd,^ A specious appearance of necessity. 
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Ber. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber. And by other warranted testimony. 

Lqf. Then my dial goes not true; I took this lark 
for a bunting.* 

Ber. I do assure you, my lord, he is very great in 
knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. I have then sinned against his experience, 
and transgressed against his valour; and my state 
that way is dangerous, since I cannot yet find in my 
heart to repent. Here he comes ; I pray you, make 
us friends, I will pursue the amity. 

Enter Pabolles. 

Par. These things shall be done, sir. 

[To Bertram. 
La/. Pray you, sir, who's his tailor ? 
Par. Sir? 

Laf. O, I know him well: Ay, sir; he, sir, is a 
good workman, a very good tailor. 
Ber. Is she gone to the king ? 

[^Aside to PAHOLtBB. 

Par. She is. 

Ber. Will she away to-night ? 

Par. As you'll have her. 

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my treasure, 
Given order for our horses; and to-night, 
When I should take possession of the bride, — 
And, ere I do begin, 

Laf. A good traveller is something at the latter 
end of a dinner ; but one that lies three-thirds, and 



* a bunting.] The bwiting is, in feather, mm, and form, 

10 like the iky-lark, ai to require nioe atteution to discover the 
one from the other ; it alto oMxndi and lingt in the eir nearly in 
the same manner : but it has little ot no soag, which girea ettaa^ 
tion to the sky.lark. 
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uses a known truth to pass a thousand nothings with, 
should be once heard, and thrice beaten. — God save 
you, captain. 

Ber. Is there any unkindness between my lord 
and you, monsieur? 

Par. I know not how I have deserved to run into 
my lord's displeasure. 

L(jf. You have made shift to run into't, boots 
and spurs and all, like him that leapted into the cus- 
tard;' and out of it you'll run again, rather than 
suffer question for your residence. 

Ber. It may be, you have mistaken him, my 
lord. 

Laf. And shall do so ever, though I took him at 
his prayers. Fare you well, my lord; and believe 
this of me, There can be no kernel in this light 
nut; the soul of this man is his clothes: trust him 
not in matter of heavy consequence ; I have kept of 
them tame, and know their natures. — Farewell, 
I have spoken better of you, than you 
have or will deserve at my hand ; but we must do 
good against evil. [£ai(. 

Par. An idle lord, I swear. 

Ber. I think so. 

Par. Why, do you not know him ? 

Ber. Yes, I do know him well; and common 
speech 
Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog. 



I 



Enter Helena. 

Nel. I have, sir, as I was commanded from you, j 
Spoke with the king, and have procur'd his leave 



* You hoEt made shift to run into I, boots and spura and all, 
like him that leaped into the custard;] This odd allusion is not in- 
troduced without H view to satire. It was a fooleiy practi«ed at 




THAT ENDS WELL. 



367 



I 

I 



For present parting; only, he desires 
Some private speech with you. 

Ber. I shall obey his will. 

You must not marvel, Helen, at my course, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The ministration and required office 
On my particular: prepar'd I was not 
For such a business ; therefore am I found 
So much unsettled: This drives me to entreat you. 
That presently you take your way for home; 
And rather muse,* than ask, why I entreat you ; 
For my respects are better than they seem ; 
And my appointments have in them a need, 
Greater than shows itself, at the first view, 
To you that know them not. This to my mother: 
[^Gh'ing a letter. 
'Twill be two days ere I shall see you; so 
I leave you to your wisdom. 

Hel. Sir, I can nothing say, 

But that I am your most obedient servant- 
Be?-. Come, come, no more of that. 

Hel. And ever shall 

With true observance seek to eke out that, 
Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune. 

Ber. Let that go: 

My haste is very great: Farewell; hie home. 

Hel. Pray, sir, your pardon. 

Ber. Well, what would you say ? 

Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe;' 
Nor dare I say, 'tis mine; and yet it is; 
But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own. 



city entertainments, whlUl the jester or zany was in vogue, fix 
him to jump into a large deep custsrd, set for the purpoK. 

' And rathrr muse,] To rnuK n to uunder. 

' the tuculth 1 owe; 3 i. e. / tnai, pattfti. 
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Ber. What would you have ? 

HeL Something; and scarce so much: — nothing, 
indeed. — 
I would not tell you what I would : my lord — 'faith> 

yes;— 
Strangers, and foes, do sunder, and not kiss. 
Ber. I pray you, stay not, but in haste to horse* 
Hel. I shall not break your bidding, good my 

lord. 

Ber. Where are my other men, monsieur? — 

Farewell. {Exit Hblbha. 

Go thou toward home; where I will never come. 

Whilst I can shake my sword, or hear the 

drum : — • 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Bravely, coragio! 

cunt. 



I 

1 



SCENE 1. 



ACT III. 



Florence. A Room i 
Palace. 



the Duke's 



Flourish. Enter the Duke of Florence, attended; 
two French Lords, and others. 

Duke. So that, from point to point, now have 
you heard 
The fundamental reasons of this war; 
Whose great decision hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirsts after. 

I Lord. Holy seems the quarrd 

Upon your grace's part ; black and fearful 
On the opposer. 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our cousin 
France 
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Would^ in so just a business, shut his bosom 
Against our borrowing prayers. 

2 Lord. Good my lord, 

The reasons of our state I cannot yield,^ 
But like a common and an outward man,^ 
That the great figure of a council frames 
By self-unable motion : therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it ; since I have found 
Myself in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guessed. 

Duke. Be it his pleasure. 

2 Lord. But I am sure, the younger of our na« 
ture,^ 
That surfeit on their ease, will, day by day. 
Come here for physick. 

Duke. Welcome shall they be ; 

And all the honours, that can fly from us, 
Shall on them settle. You know your places well ; 
When better fall, for your avails they fell : 
To-morrow to the field. [Flourish. ExeunL 



SCENE IL 
Rousillon. j4 Room in the Countess's Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count. It hath happened all as I would have had 
it, save, that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a 
very melancholy man. 

Count. By what observance, I pray you ? 

f ■ / cannot jieid,'] I cannot inform yoa of the reasons. 

Johnson. 
* —— an outward man,'] i. e. one in the secret of af&irs. 

9 the younger of our nature^] i. e. as we say at piesent^ 

our young felUmt, 
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Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and sing; 
mend the rufF/ and sing; ask questions^ and siOg; 
pick his teeth, and sing: I know a man that had 
this trick of melancholy, sold a goodly manor for a 
song. 

Count. Let me see what he writes, and when he 
means to come. [Opening a letter. 

Clo. I have no mind to Isbel, since I was at 
court ; our old ling and our labels o*the country are 
nothing like your old ling and your Isbels o'the 
court : the brains of my Cupid's knocked out ; and 
I begin to love, as an old man loves money, with no 
stomach. 

Count. What have we here? 

Clo. E*en that you have there. [Exit. 

Count. [Reads.] / have sent you a daughter^rn- 
law : she hath recovered the king, and undone me. I 
have wedded her, not bedded her ; and stvom to make 
the not eternal. You shall hear, lam run away; 
know it, before the report come. If there be breaaih 
enough in the world, I will hold a long distance. My 
duty to you. 

Your unfortunate son, 

Bertram. 

This is not well, rash and unbridled boy. 
To fly the favours of so good a king; 
To pluck his indignation on thy head^ 
By the misprizing of a maid too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 

* mend the ntf,'] The tops of the boots, in our au- 
thors time, turned down, and hung loosely over the leg. The 
folding is what the Clown means by the ruff'. Ben Jonson calls it 
ruffle; and perhaps it should be so here. 
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Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within^ 
between two soldiers and my young lady. 

Count. What is the matter ? 

Clo. Nay, there is some comfort in the news, 
some comfort ; your son will not be killed so soon 
as I thought he would. 

Count. Why should he be killM ? 

Clo. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I hear 
he does: the danger is in standing to*t ; that*s the 
loss of men, though it be the getting of children. 
Here they come, will tell you more : for my part, I 
only hear, your son was run away. [^Exit Clown. 

Enter Helena and two Grentlemen. 

1 Gen. Save you, TOod madam. 

Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. 

2 Gen. Do not bay so. 

Count. Think upon patience. — Tray you, gentle- 
men, — 
I have felt so many quirks of joy, and grief. 
That the first face of neither, on the start, 
Can woman me* unto't: — Where is my son, I pray 
you? 
2 Oen. Madam, he's gone to serve the duke of 
Florence : 
* We met him thitherward ; from thence we came. 
And, after some despatch in hand at court. 
Thither we bend again. 

Hel. Look on his letter, madam ; here's my pass- 
port. 

^ Can woman me — -] i. e. afiect me suddenly and deeply, as 
my sex are usoally affected. 

GO 2 
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[Reads.] When thou canst get the ring upon my 

finger^ which never shall come off^ and s/una me 

a child begotten of thy kody, that I am father 

to J then call me husband: but in such a then 

I write a never. 

This is a dreadful sentence. 

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen ? 

1 Gen. Ay, madam; 
And, for the contents' sake, are sorry for our pains. 

Count. I pr'jlhee, lady, have a better cheer; 
If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine/ 
Thou robb'st me of a moiety : He was my son ; 
But I do wash his name out of my blood. 
And thou art all my child. — ^Towards Florence is he ? 

2 Gen. Ay, madam. 

Count. And to be a soldier ? 

2 Gen. Such is his noble purpose : and, believe't. 
The duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. 

Count. Return you thither ? 

1 Gen. Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing of 
speed. 

Hel. [Reads.] Till I have no wife, I have no- 
thing in France. 
Tis bitter. 

Count. Find you that there ? 

Hel. Ay, madam. 

1 Gen. *Tis but the boldness of his hand, haply, 
which 
His heart was not consenting to. 

Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wife ! 



' When thou canst get the ring upon ray Jinger,"] i. e. When 
thou canst get the ring, which is on my finger, into thy possession. 

* If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine, &c.] This senti- 
ment is elliptically expressed. If thou kecpest all thy sorroxM to 
thyself, i. e. ^^ all the griefs that are thine,** &c. 
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There's nothing here, that is too good for him. 
But only she; and she deserves a lord, 
That twenty such rade boys might tend upon, 
And call her hourly, mistress. Who was with him ? 

1 Gen, A servant only, and a gentleman 
Which I have some time known. 

Count. Parolles, was't not? 

1 Gen, Ay, my good lady, he. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wicked- 
ness. 
My son corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 

1 Gen. Indeed, good lady. 

The fellow has a deal of that, too much, 
Which holds him much to have.^ 

Count. You are welcome, gentlemen, 
I will entreat you, when you see my son. 
To tell him, that his sword can never win 
The honour that he loses: more I'll entreat you 
Written to bear along. 

a Gen. We serve you, madam, 

In that and all your worthiest affairs. 

Count. Not so, but as we change our courtesies." 
Will you draw near ? 

\^Exeunt Countess oW Gentlemen. 

Hel. Till I have no wife, I lutve nothing in 
France. 
Nothing in France, until he has no wife! 
Thou shalt have none, Rousillon, none in France, 
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord! is*t I 
That chase thee from tliy country, and expose 



' ^ - a deal of that, too much, 
mieh holiii AMI mucA lo havr.^ Tliat is, liis vices stand him 
in stead. 

' Xut to, &c.] The gentlemen declare that they arc sen'aDls to 
the Countess ; bhe replies, — No otherwise than u the retunu the 
eme ofhcei of civility. Juunsun, 
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Tho^ tender limbs of thine to the event 

Of the r^ne-sparing war? and b it I 

That drive thee fnm the sportive cwirt, where thoB 

Wast shot at with &ir eyts, to be the mark 

Of smoky moskets? O you leaden messengers. 

That ride upon the riolOTt speed of fire, | 

Fly with felseaim; move the still-piecing air. 

That sings »-ith piercing," do not touch my lord ! 

\V hoever shoots at him, I set him there; 

Whoever chaises on his forward breast, 

I am the caitit}' that do hold him to it ; 

And, though I kilt him not, I am the cause 

His death was so effected : better 'twere, 

I met the ravin lion* when he roar'd 

Withaharpconstraint of hunger; better 'twere 

That all the miseries, which nature owes. 

Were mine at once: No, come thou home, RoD^- 

sillon, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a scar," 
As oft it loses all ; I will be gone : 
My being here it is, that holds thee hence ; 
Shall I stay here to do"t? no, no, although 
The air of paradise did fan the house, 
And angels offic'd all : I will be gone ; 
That pitiful rumour may report my flight, 
To consolate thine ear. Come, night; end, day! 
For, with the dark, poor thief, ni steal away. 

[£nV. 

' move Ikf Btill-piecing rur. 

Thai tings TLit/i pirrcing,'] Warburtor wys the words are here 
oddly sbuilled into nonsense; but ibe core men ta tors have not suc- 
<:«eded in making sense of them. 

' fir ravin lioit — ] i. e. the ravfnaus or ravening lion. 

To rnvHi is io swallow voraciously. 

' /CAmcc htmtnir but of dangrr. Sec] "Hie sense is, from that 
abode, where all the advantiges that honour usually reaps from the 
danger it rushes upon, is only a scar in teslimony of its bravery, as, 
on the other hand, it often is the cause of losing all, even life it- 
self. Heath. 
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SCENE in. 

Florence. Before the Duke's Palace. 

Mourish. Enter ifie Duke of Florence, Bertram, 
Lords, Oncers, Soldiers, and others. 

Duke. The general of our horse thou art ; and we, 
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence, 
Upon thy promising fortune. 

Ber. Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my strength ; but yet 
We'll strive to bear it for your worthy sake. 
To the extreme edge of Iiazard. 

Diike. Then go thou forth ; 

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm, 
As thy auspicious mistress ! 

Ber. This very day. 

Great Mars, I put myself into thy file: 
Make me but like my thoughts ; and I shall prove 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 
Rousillon. A Room m the Countess's Palace. 

Enter Countess and Steward. 

Count. Alas! and would you take the letter of 
her? 
Might you not know, she would do aa she has done. 
By sending me a letter? Read it again. 

Stew. I am Si. Jaques' pilgrim, ikither gone; 
^mtilious love hath so in me offended. 
That hare-foot plod I the cold ground upon. 
With sainted vow my faults to have amended. 
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Hearing so much, will speed her foot again, 
Led hither by pure love : which of them both 
Is dearest to me, I have no skill in sense 
To make distinction: — Provide this messenger: — 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak; 
Grief would liave tears, and sorrow bids me speak. 
[^Exeunt. 



SCENE V. 

ff^lhout Ike ffalls of Florence. 

^ tucket afar off. Enter an old Widow of Flo- 
rence, Diana, Violenta, Makiana, and other 
Citizens. 

ffid. Nay, come; for if they do approach the 
city, we shall lose all the sight. 

Dia. They say, the French count has done most 
honourable service. 

ffid. It is reported that he has taken their 
greatest commander; and that with his own hand he 
slew the duke's brother. We have lost our labour; 
they are gone a contrary way : hark ! you may know 
by their trumpets. 

Mar. Come, let's return again, and suffice 
ourselves with the report of it. Well, Diana, 
take heed of this French earl: the honour of a 
maid is her name; and no legacy is so rich as 
honesty. 

ff^id. I have told my neighbour, how you have 
been solicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar. 1 know that knave; hang him! one Pa- 
rolles: a filthy officer he is in those suggestions' fw 



- those luggestions — ] Suggcttiuns are temptatioiu. 
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the young earl. — Beware of thenij Diana; their 
promises, enticements, oaths, tokens, and all these 
engines of lust, are not the things they go under:* 
many a maid hath been seduced by them ; and the 
misery is, example, that so terrible shows in the 
wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that dissuade 
succession, but that they are limed with the twigs 
that threaten them. I hope, I need not to advise 
you further; but, I hope, your own grace will keep 
you where you are, though there were no further 
danger known, but the modesty which is so lost. 
Dia. You shall not need to fear rae. 

Enter Helena, in ike dress of a Pilgrim. 

Wtd. I hope so. Look, here comes a pil- 
grim : I know she will lie at my house : thither they 
send one another; I'll question her. — 
God save you, pilgrim! Whither are you bound? 

Hel. To Saint Jaques le grand. 
Where do the palmers " lodge, I do beseech you ? 

fVid. At the Saint Francis here, beside the port. 

Hel. Is this the way ? 

IVid. Ay, marry, is it. — Hark you! 

\_A march afar off". 
They come this way : — If you will tarry, holy pil- 
grim. 
But till the troops come by, 
1 will conduct you where you shall be lodg'd; 



I 
I 



The rather, for, I think, I know 
As ample as myself. 



your r 



HeL 



Is it yourself? 



ffld. If you shall please so, pilgrim. 

*^ — arr not the things Ihey go under :"] Ttey are QOl the 
things for which their names would make them pau. 

' polmrrs — ] Pilgrims that visited holy places; so called 

from a staff, or bough of palm they were wont to can>', especially 
such as bad visited the holy places at Jerusalem. 
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Hel. I thank you, and will stay upon your leisure, 

iVid. You came, I think, from France? 

Hel, I did so. 

IVid. Here you shall see a countryman of yours, 
That has done worthy service. 

Hel. His name, I pray you. 

Dia. The count Rousillon ; Know you sucli a one ? 

Hel. But by the ear, that hears most nobly of 
him: 
His face I know not. 

Dia. Whatsoe'er lie is. 

He's bravely taken here. He stole from France, 
As 'tis reported, for the king" had married him 
Against his liking: Think you it is so? 

Hel. Ay, surely, mere the truth;' I know his 
lady. 

Dia. There is a gentleman, that serves the count. 
Reports but coarsely of her. 

Hel. What's his name? 

Dia, Monsieur Parolles. 

Hel. O, I believe with him, 

In argument of praise, or to the worth 
Of the great count himself, she is too mean 
To have her name repeated ; all her deserving 
Is e reserved honesty, and that 
I have not heard examln'd.* 

Dia. Alas, poor lady I 

'Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife 
Of a detesting lord. 

Wid. A right good creature: wheresoe'cr she is. 
Her heart weighs sadly : this young maid might do 

her 
A shrewd turn, if she pleas'd. 



-fot Ike king, &c.] For, in tbeprejcnliiutance. 



- mere the tniih ,] Ttw exact, the mtire trnth. 

- examin'd.l Hial u, quatUmtd, doubted. 
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Hel. How do you mean ? 

May be, the ainoroiis count scdicits her 
In the unlawful purpose. 

Wid. He does, indeed; 

And brokes^ with all that can in such a suit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid: 
But she is arm^d for him, and keqis herg^uard 
In honestest defence. 



Enter with drum and colourSj a party of the Flo- 
rentine army, Bertram, aiuf Parolles. 

Mar. The gods forbid else ! 

fVid. So, now they come :— 

Hiat is Antonio, the duke*s eldest son ; 
That, Escalus. 

HeL Which is the Frenchman ? 

Dia. He; 

That with the plume: 'tis a most gallant fellow; 
I would, he lov'd his wife : if he were honester. 
He were much goodlier: — Is't not a handsome 
gentleman ? 

HeL I like him well. 

Dia. 'Tis pity, he is not honest: Yond's that 
same knave. 
That leads him to these places; were I his lady, 
I'd poison that vile rascal. 

HeL Which is he ? 

Dia. That jack-an-apes with scarfs: Why is he 
melancholy ? 

HeL Perchance he's hurt i'the battle. 

Par. Lose our drum ! well. 

Mar. He's shrewdly vexed at something : Look, 
he has spied us. 



brakes — ] To broke U to deal with panden. A broker^ 



in our author*8 time^ meaot a bawd or pimp. 
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/firf. Marry, hang you ! 

Mar, And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier ! 

[Exeunt Bertram, Parolles, Officeri^ 
and Soldiers. 
fVid. The troop is past: Come, pilgrim, I will 
bring you 
Where you sliall host: of enjoin'd penitents 
There's four or five, to great Saint Jaques bound, 
Already at my house. 

Hel. I humbly thank you: 

Please it this matron, and this gentle maid, 
To eat with us to-night, the charge, and thanking, 
Shall be for me ; and, to requite you further, 
I will bestow some precepts on this virgin, 
Worthy the note. 

Both. We'll take your offer kindly. 

[ExeufU. 

SCENE VL 

Camp before Florence. 
Enter Bertram, and the two French Lords. 

1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to't; let 
him have his way, 

2 Lord. If your lordship find him not a hilding,' 



hold me no more in your respect. 

1 Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

Ber. Do you think, I am so far deceived in him ? 



1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to speak of him 
as my kinsman, he's a most notable coward, an infi- 
nite and endless liar, an hourly promise-breaker, the 
owner of no one good quality worthy your lordship's 
entertainment. 

2 Lord. It were fit you knew himj lest, reposing 

' — a bildiog,] A Hiding is a paltry, cowardly fellow. 



d'f 



fiat r/sn. 

.^(fr. r iPoniiL I kneir in: woat ^actunil ar actkm 
to tr? iiinf,^ 

^ ijtri^ ^Scxut ?inn!r dian. tn Lee bus. ieliji oflF his 
dmiu wfaieb wan: hear aim. si inimufimtlii vmiartBke 

1 Zisr^ L with. ^ tTGup at FIomtiiKSy w3 snd- 
fbtalj fiirpnzc: tadiiir iurii: I wuT hsy^ wfaom, I an 
sure, he kaoips aestti^oat the taKxnjrr we wiBbind 
ami YkM/irmaaiL hsnm sx that he sittJI aup po s e do 
other hot tboc he is caji e d inoi cbe IssagiKr^ of the 
ar^crvrie^ whea we hnof him «> owr feewlsr Be 
hot joor lordship present at his esanmBtian; t£ he 
<&> noty fer the ^^miuie of hs Ii&^ aod m the 
h ifg h e.^ cofTipnfffina of hose fear^ o^r to hetrajr 
yoo, and clehver all the inteOigexfice in his power 
aeanist ^oo. and that w^ the cfirase fcrleit of his 
fooI opOQ oodi, never tnxst nrr jialgnmil in any 
tfati^. 

2 Z«rrf, O (or the love of langfater, let him fetch 
h:.^ drum ; he *ay?, he ha5 a ?tr:irigem for*t : when 
your lorA^hrp ^ee? the bottom oi his success in't, 
zrA Xxy what metal this counterfeit lamp of ore 
will be melted, if you gire him not John Drum's 
entfrrtainment,^ your inclining cannot be removed. 
Here he comes. 

Enter Pajiolles. 

1 Lfyrd. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not 
the humour of his design; let him fetdi off his 
drum in any hand. 



leaguer — ] i. e. camf, 
if you s^he him not John Drum's entertainment,] i, e. 



treat him rery iU^ a proverbial expressioo of doobdial origin. 
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Ber. How now, monsieur? this drum sticks 
sorely in your disposition. 

2 Lord. A pox on't let it go; 'tis but a drum. 

Par. But a drum ! Is"t but a drum ? A drum so 
lost ! — ^There was an excellent command ! to charge 
in with our horse upon our own wings, and to rend 
our own soldiers. 

1 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the com- 
mand of the service; it was a disaster of war that 
Caesar himself could not have prevented, if he had 
been there to command, 

Ber, Well, we cannot greatly condemn our suc- 
cess: some dishonour we had in the loss of that 
drum; but it is not to be recovered. 

Par. It might have been recovered. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recovered: but that the merit 
of service is seldom attributed to the tnie and exact 
performer, I would have that drum or another, or 
fucjacet.* 

Ber. Why, if you have a stomach to't, mon- 
sieur, if you think your mystery in stratagem can 
bring this instrument of honour again into his na- 
tive quarter, be magnanimous in the enterprize, 
and go on; I will grace the attempt for a worthy 
exploit: if you speed well in it, theduke shall both 
apeak of it, and extend to you what further be- 
comes his greatness, even to the utmost syllable of 
your worthiness. 

Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will undertake 
it. 

Ber. But you must not now slumber in it. 

Par. I'll about it this evening: and I will pre- 



' ■ / woutd hare that dram or anodirr, nr hie jaoeL] i. Ck 
Here Urn: — the usual bt^nning of epiiaptu. I would (sayi 
Parollei) recover either the drum I have lost, or another belonging 
to the enemy i qi ditinllKatlcmyt. Malonk. 
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gently pen down my dilemmas,' encourage myself 
in my certainty, put myself into my mortal prepa- 
ration, and, by midnight, look to hear further from 
me. 

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace, you 
are gone about it f 

Par. I know not what the success will be, my 
lord; but the attempt I vow. 

Ber. I know, thou art valiant; and, to the possi- 
bility of thy soldiership, will subscribe for thee. 
Fari'Wfll. 

Par. I love not manv words. [£«(. 

1 Lord. No more than a fish loves water." — Is 
not this a strange fellow, my lord? that so confi- 
dently seems to undertake this business, which he 
knows is not to be done; damns himself to do, and 
dares better be damned than to do*t. 

2 Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we 
do: certain it is, that he will steal himself into a 
man's favour, and, for a week, escape a great deal 
of discoveries; but when you find him out, you 
have him ever after. 

Ber. Why, do you think, he will make no deed 
at all of this, that so seriously he does address him- 
self unto? 

1 Lord. None in the world ; but return with an 
invention, and clap upon you two or three probable 



> T witl pTcimtly pen daum my dilemmas,') i. e, he will pen 

down bis pktis on the one side, and the probable obstnictiom be 
was to meet with, on the other, 

' Par. / /ore nol tminy words, 

1 Lord. No ntorr than a /ith Imn icater.^ Here we have the 
origin of thiii boaster's name; which, without doubt, (at Mr. 
Steevens has observed.) ought, in strict prqiriety, to be written — 
Parulri'. But our author certainly intended it otherwbe, having 
made it a trisyllable: 

" Rust sword, cool blushes, and Pflr(j//« live." 
He probably did not know the true pronunciation. Ma lone. 
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lies: but we have almost embossed him/ you shall 
see his fall to-night ; for, indeed, he is not for your 
lordship's respect. 

2 Lord. We'll make you some sport with the 
fox, ere we case him." He was first smolted by the 
old lord Lafeu: when his disguise and he is parted, 
tell me what a sprat you shall find him; which you 
shall see this very night. 

I Lord. I must go look, my twigs; he shall be 
caught. 

Ber. Your brother, he shall go along with 
me. 

1 Lord. As't please your lordship: I'll leave you. 

[Exit. 
Ber. Now will 1 lead you to the house, and show 
you 
The lass I spoke of. 

2 Lord. But, you say, she's honest. 
Ber. That's all the fault : I spoke with her but 

once, 
And found her wondrous cold; but I sent to 

her. 
By this same coxcomb that we have i'the wind," 
Tokens and letters which she did re-send; 
And this is all I have done: She's a fair creature; 
Will you go see her? 
2 Lord. With all my heart, my lord, 

[Exeunt. 



' — we hoM almoil embossed Aim,] To aabou a deer is to in- 
close him in a wood. 

' rrewe case Mm.'] That is. before we Buip him naked. 

* — ve havf i'fhr wind,'] To have one in the icind, is eiiume- 
rated ai a (nxnerbial saying by Bay. 
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SCENE VIL 
Florence. A Room in the Widow*s House. 

Enter Helena and Widow. 

HeL If you misdoubt me that I am not she^ 
I know not how I shall assure you further. 
But I shall lose the grounds I work upon.' 

ffU. Though my estate be ^en^ I was well 
bom. 
Nothing acquainted with these businesses; 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act. 

HeL Nor would I wish you. 

First, give me trust, the count he is my husband ; 
And, what to your sworn counsel I have spoken, 
Is so, from word to word ; and then you cannot. 
By the good aid that I of you shall borrow^ 
Err in bestowing it. 

fi^d. I should believe you ; 

For you have show'd me that, which well approves 
You are great in fortune. 

Hel. Take this purse of gold, 

And let me buy your friendly help thus far. 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again, 
When I have found it. The count he wooes your 

daughter, 
Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty. 
Resolves to carry her ; let her, in fine, consent. 
As we'll direct her how 'tis best to bear it, 
Now his important^ blood will nought deny 

* But I shall lose the grounds I work upon,'] i. e. by discovering 
herself to the count. 

* Now his important — ] Important here, is importunate. 
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That she'll demand : A ring the county wears/ 
That downward hath succeeded in his house^ 
From son to son, some four or five descents 
Since the first father wore it : this ring he holds 
In most rich choice ; yet, in his idle fire. 
To buy his will, it would not seem too dear, 
Howe'er repented after. 

fVid. Now I see 

The bottom of your purpose. 

Hel. You see it lawful then : It is no more. 
But that your daughter, ere she seems as won, 
Desires this ring; appoints him an encounter; 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time. 
Herself most chastely absent; after this, 
To marry her, I'll add three thousand crowns 
To what is past already. 

fVid. I have yielded : 

Instruct my daughter how she shall pers^ver. 
That time and place, with this deceit so lawful. 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With musicks of all sorts, and songs compos'd 
To her unworthiness : It nothing steads us. 
To chide him from our eaves ; for he persists. 
As if his life lay on't. 

Hel. Why then, to-night 

Let us assay our plot ; which, if it speed. 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed. 
And lawful meaning in a lawful act; 
Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact : 
But let's about it. [^Exeunt. 



ike county wean J] i. e. the count. 



H H2 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. fTuhout the Florentine Camp. 

Enter Jirst Lord, with Jive or six Soldiers in amhush. 

1 Lord. He can come no other way but by this 
hedge* comer: When you sally upon him, speak 
what terrible language you will ; though you under- 
stand it not yourselves, no matter : for we must not 
seem to understand him ; unless some one among 
us, whom we must produce for an interpreter. 

1 Sold. Good captain, let me be the interpreter. 

1 Lord. Art not acquainted with him ? knows he 
not thy voice ? 

1 Sold. No, sir, I warrant you. 

1 Lord. But what linsy-woolsy hast thou to speak 
to us again ? 

1 Sold. Even such as you speak to me. 

1 Lord. He must think us some band of strangers 
i'the adversary's entertainment/ Now he hath a 
smack of all neighbouring languages ; therefore we 
must every one be a man of his own fancy, not to 
know what we speak one to another; so we seem to 
know, is to know straight our purpose:^ chough's 
language, gabble enough, and good enough. As 
for you, interpreter, you must seem very politick. 
But couch, ho! here he comes; to beguile two 
hours in a sleep, and then to return and swear the 
lies he forges. 

^ some hand of strangers i'the adversary s entertainment,^ 

That is^ foreign troops in the enemy^s pay, 

* so we seem to know, is to know, &c.] We must each 

fancy a jargon for himself, without aiming to be understood by 
one another, for provided we appear to underetand, that will be 
sufficient for the success of our project. Henley. 
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Enter Parolles. 



Par. Ten o'clock: within these tliree hours 'twill 
be time enough to go home. What shall I say I 
have done? It must be a very plausive invention 
that carries it : They begin to smoke me ; and dis- 
graces have of late knocked too often at my door. 
I find, my tongue ifj too fool-liardy; but my heart 
hath the fear of Mara before it, and of his creatures, 
not daring the reports of my tongue. 

1 Lord. This is the first truth that e'er thine own 
tongue was guilty of. [j^vide. 

Par. What the devil should move me to under- 
take the recovery of this drum; being not ignorant 
of the impossibility, and knowing I had no such 
purpose? I must give myself some hurts, and say, 
I got them in exploit: Yet slight ones will not 
carry it: They will say. Came you off with so little i 
and great ones I dare not give. Wherefore ? what's 
the instance ?" Tongue, I must put you into a but- 
ter-woman's mouth, and buy another of Bajazet's 
mule,' if you prattle me into these perils. 

1 Lord. Is it possible, he should know what he 
is, and be that he is ? [j4side. 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would 
serve the turn; or the breaking of my Spanish 
sword. 

1 Lord. We cannot afford you so. [yAitfe. 

Par. Or the baring of my beard; and to say, it 
was in stratagem. 

1 Lord. 'Twould not do, [j^swfc. 



"■ (Ae inslance?] Theproi/. 

' 0/' Bajazrl't mule,] Parolles probably means, lie must 

buy a longue which has still to Icaiti the use of speech, thai he 
may nin himaelf into no mare difficultiei by hii loquacity. Reed. 
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Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say, I was 
stripped. 

1 Lord. Hardly serve. [Aside. 

Par. Though I swore I leaped from the window 
of the citadel 

1 Lord. How deep ? [Aside. 

Par. Thirty fathom. 

1 Lord. Three great oaths would scarce make 
that be believed. [Aside. 

Par. I would, I had any drum of the enemy*s ; 
I would swear, I recovered it. 

1 Lord. You shall hear one anon. [Aside. 

Par. A drum now of the enemy's ! 

[Alarum within. 

1 Lord. Throca movousus, cargo ^ cargo, cargo. 

All. Cargo f cargo, villianda par cor bo, cargo. 

Par. O ! ransome, ransome : — Do not hide mine 
eyes. [^Aey seize him and blindfold him. 

1 Sold. Boskos thromuldo boshos. 

Par. I know you are the Muskos' regiment. 
And I shall lose my life for want of language : 
If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let him speak to me, 
I will discover that which shall undo 
The Florentine. 

1 Sold. Boshos vauvado: 

I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue :— 

Kerelybonto : Sir, 

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards 
Are at thy bosom. 

Par. Oh ! 

1 Sold. O, pray, pray, pray. 

Manka revania dulche. 

1 Lord. Oscorbi dulchos volivorca. 

1 Sold. The general is content to spare thee 
yet; 
And, hood-wink'd as thou art, will lead thee on 
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To gather from thee: haply, thou may'st inform 
Something to save thy hie. 

Par. O, let me live, 

And all the secrets of our camp I'll show, 
Their force, their purposes : nay, I'll speak that 
Which you will wonder at. 

1 Sold, But wilt thou faithfully? 

Par. If I do not, damn me. 

I Sold. yicordo linta. 

Come on, thou art granted space. 

\_Exit, uitfi Pabollks guarded. 

1 Lord. Go, tell the count Kousillon, and my 

brother. 
We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him 

muffled. 
Till we do hear from them. 

2 So/d. Captain, I will. 

1 Lord. He will betray us all unto ourselves; — 
Inform 'em that. 

2 Sold. So I will, sir. 

1 Lord. Till then, I'll keep him dark, and safely 
lock'd. {^Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

Florence. jI Room in the Widow's House. 



Enter Bbrtbam and Diana. 

Ber. They told me, that your name was Fontibell. 

Dia. No, my good lord, Diana. 

Ber. Titled goddess; 

And worth it, with addition! But, fair soul, 
In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument; 
When you are dead, you should be euch a one 
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As you are now, for you are cold and stem ; 
And now you should be as your mother was, 
When your sweet self was got. 

Dia. She then was honest, 

Ber. So should you be. 

Dia. No: 

My mother did but duty ; such, my lord. 
As you owe to your wife. 

Ber. No more of that! 

I pr'ythee, do not strive against my vows : 
I was compell'd to her; but I love thee 
By love's own sweet constraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of service. 

Dia. Ay, so you serve us, 

Till we serve you : but when you have our roses. 
You barely leave our thorns to prick, ourselves, 
And mock us with our bareness. 

Ber. How have I sworn ? 

Dia. 'Tisnot the many oaths, that make the truth; 
But the plain single vow, that is vow'd true. 
What is not holy, that we swear not by ,^ 
But take the Highest to witness: Then, pray you, 

tell me, 
If I should swear by Jove's great attributes, 
I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths, 

' JVhat U not holi/, thai a« mtar not by,'] The sense is— Wc 
never swear by what is not holy, but swear by, or take to witness, 
the Highest, the Divinity. The tenor of the reasoning contained 
in the following lines perfectly correspands with this: If I should 
swear by Jove's great attributes, that I loved you dearly, would 
you believe my oaths, when you found by euperience that I loved 
you ill, and was endeavouring to gain credit with you in order to 
seduce you to your ruin ? No.surely; but you would conclude that 
I had no faith either in Jove or his attributes, and that my oatlu 
were mere words of couree. For that oath can certainly Iwve no 
tie upon us, which we swear by him we profess to love and honour, 
when at the same time we give the strongest proof of our disbe- 
lief in him, by pursuing a course which we know will ofTend and 
dishonour bim. Heath. 
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When I did love you ill ? this has no holding, 
To swear by him whom I protest to love, 
That I will work against him: Therefore, your oaths 
Are words, and poor conditions; but unseal'd; 
At least, in my opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change it; 

Be not so holy-cruel : love is holy; 
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts, 
That you do charge men with : Stand no more off, 
But give thyself unto my sick desires. 
Who then recxjver: say, thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, shall so persdver. 

Dia. I see, that men make hopes, in such aflkirs,' 
That we'll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring. 

Ber. I'll lend it thee, my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. 

Dia. Will you not, my lord ? 

Ber. It is an honour 'longing to our house. 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors; 
Which were the greatest obloquy i'the world 
In me to lose. 

Dia. Mine honour's such a ring: 

My chastity's the jewel of our house, 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors; 
Which were the greatest obloquy i'the world 
In me to lose : Thus your own proper wisdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part, 
Against your vain assault. 

Ber. Here, take my ring: 

My house, mine honour, yea, my life be thine. 
And Ffi be bid by thee. 

Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my cham- 
ber window; 



* / itt, that mm make hopes, in tach allkin,] i. e. I perceive 
that while our lovers are makbg proressioni of love, they enlerlain 
hopes that we ahall be bettayed hf oui pauioiu to j'ietd to their 
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2 Lord. Not till after midnight ; for he is dieted 
to his hour. 

1 Lord. That approaches apace: I would gladly 
have him see his company* anatomized; that he 
might take a measure of his own judgments, where- 
in so curiously he had set this counterfeit, 

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him till he 
come; for his presence must be the whip of the 
other. 

1 Ijord. In the mean time, what hear you of 
these wars ? 

2 Lord. I hear, there is an overture of peace, 

1 Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded. 

2 Lord. What will count Rousillon do then? will 
he travel higher, or return again into France ? 

1 Lord. I perceive, by this demand, you are not 
altogether of his council. 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, sir! so should I be a 
great deal of his act. 

1 Lord. Sir, his wife, some two months since, 
fled from his house ; her pretence is a pilgrimage to 
Saint Jaqncs le grand ; which holy undertaking, with 
most austere sanctimony, she accomplished: and, 
there residing, the tenderness of her nature became 
as a prey to her grief; in fine, made a groan of her 
last breath, and now she sings in heaven. 

2 Lord. How is this justified? 

1 Lord. The stronger part of it by her own let- 
ters; which makes her story true, even to the point 
of her death : her death itself, which could not be 
her office to say, is come, was fiuthfully confirmed 
by the rector of the place. 

2 Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence ? 

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, 
point from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

' - bis company — ] i 



« 





THAT ENDS WELL. 

2 Lord. I am heartily sorry, that he'll be glad of 
this. 

1 Lord. How mightily, sometimes, we make us 
comforts of our losses I 

1 Lord. And how mightily, some other times, we 
drown our gain in tears! The great dignity, that his 
valour hath here acquired for him, shall at home be 
encountered with a shame as ample. 

1 Lord. The web of our Ufe is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together: our virtues would be proud, 
if our faults whipped them not; and our crimes 
would despwr, if they were not cherish'd by our 
virtues. — 

Enter a Servant. 

How now? where's your master? 

Sen. He met the duke in the street, sir, of whom 
he hath taken a solemn leave; his lordship will 
next morning for France. The duke hath offered 
him letters of commendations to the king. 

2 Lord. They shall be no more than needful 
there, if they were more than they can commend. 



Enter Bertram. 

1 Lord. They cannot be too sweet for the king'» 
tartness. Here's his lordship now. How now, my 
lord, is't not after midnight? 

Ber. I have to-night despatched sixteen busi- 
nesses, a month's length a-piece, by an abstract of 
success: I have conge'd with the duke, done my 
adieu with his nearest; buried a wife, mourned for 
her; writ to my lady mother, I am returning; en- 
tertained my convoy; and, between these main par- 
cels of despatch, effected many nicer needs ; the last 
was the greatest, but that I have not ended yet. 

1 Lord. If the business be of any diAiculty, and 
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this moming joar departure hcoce, it requires haste 
of your lordship. 

Ber, I mean, the bosiiiesB is not ended, as fearing 
to hear of it hereafter: Bat shall we have this dia* 

logae between the fool and the soldier ? Come, 

brings forth this coanterfeit module;^ he has de- 
ceired me, like a doable-meaning prophesier. 

2 LortL Bring him forth : [£Ireim/ SoliUersJ] he 
has sat in the stocks aD night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber. No matter; his heds have deserved it, in 
usorping his spars so loi^.^ Haw does he carry 
himself? 

1 Lord. I have tc^d joor lordship already; the 
stocks carry him. Bat, to answer you as you would 
be understood; he weeps, like a wench that had 
shed her milk : he hath confessed himself to Mor- 
gan, mdiom he supposes to be a friar, from the time 
of his remembrance, to this very instant disaster of 
his setting i^the stocks: And what think you he 
hath confessed? 

Ber. Nothingof me, has he? 

2 Ix>rd. His confession is taken, and it shall be 
read to his face : if your lordship be in't, as, I believe 
you are, you must have the patience to hear it. 

Re-enter Soldiers, with Parolles. 

Ber. A plague upon him! muffled! he can say 
nothingof me; hush! hush! 

1 Lord. Hoodman comes ! — Porto tartarossa. 

1 Sold. He calls for the tortures; What will you 
say without 'em ? 

* bring forth this countetfeit module;] Module being the 

pattern of any thing, may be here used in that sense. Bring forth 
this fellow, who, by counterfeit virtue, pretended to make himself 
z pattern. Johnson. 

* in usurping his spurs so long.^ These words allude to the 

ceremonial degradation of a knight. 
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Par. I will confess what I know without con- 
straint, if ye pinch me like a pasty, I can say no more. 

1 Sold. Bosko chimurcho. 

1 Lord. Bohlibindo chicurmurco, 

I Sold. You are a merciful general : — Our gene- 
ral bids you answer to what I shall askyouout of a note. 

Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. First demand of htm how many horse tht 
duke is strong. What say you to that ? 

Par. Five or six thousand; but very weak and 
unserviceable: the troops are all scattered, and the 
commanders very poor rogues, upon my reputation 
and credit, and as I hope to live. 

I Sold. Shall I set down your answer sof 

Par. Do ; I'll take the sacrament on't, how and 
which way you will. 

Ber. All's one to him. What a past-saving slave 
is this! 

1 Lord. You are deceived, my lord; this is mon- 
sieur Parolles, the gallant militarist, (that was his 
own phrase,) that had the whole theorick' of war in 
the knot of his scarf, and the practice in the chape 
of his dagger. 

2 Lord. 1 will never trust a man again, for keep- 
ing his sword clean; nor believe he can have every 
thing in him, by wearing his apparel neatly. 

I Sold. Well, that's set down. 

Par. Five or six thousand horse, I said, — I will 
say true, — or thereabouts, set down, — for I'll speak 
truth. 

1 Lord. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't," in the na- 
ture he delivers it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, say. 

" tM hall the vikotr theorick ^ i. e, tknry. 

" — — I con him no ihankM far't,'\ To cm ikmki exactlf an- 
iwen ibe French Kotoir gri. To con i* Ui kacnr. 
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1 Sold. Well, that's set down. 
Par. I humbly thank you, ! 



rogues 



are marvdlous 



1 truth's a truth. 



poor. 



1 Sold. Demand of kim, of what strength they 
are a-foot. What say you to that? 

Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this pre- 
; Spurio a 



sent hoar,' I will tell true. Let t 
hundred and fifty, Sebastian so many, Corambus so 
many, Jaques so many ; Guiltian, Qwmo, Lodowick, 
and Gratii, two hundred fifty each: niine own com- 
pany, Chitopher, Vaumond, Beniii, two hundred 
and hfty each : so that the muster-6te, rotten and 
sound, upon my life, amounts not to fifteen thou- 
sand poll ; half of which dare not shake the snow 
from off their cassodts,* lest they diake themselves 
to pieces. 

Ber. What shall be done to him ? 

1 Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. De- 
mand of him my conditions," and what credit I have 
with the duke. 

1 Sold. Well, that's set down. You thali demand 
of kim, whether one Captain Dumain be fthe camp, 
a Frenchman; what his reputation it with ike dtikCf 
what kis valour, honesty, and expertness in wars ; 
or whether he thinks, it were not possible, witk well- 
weighing sums of gold, to corrupt him to a revolt. 
What say you to this? what do you know of it? 

Par. I beseech you, let me answer to the particu- 
lar of the intergatories:' Demand them singly. 

1 Sold, Do you know this captain Dumain ? 

Par. I know him: he was a botcher's 'prentice 

' if I wtre to live tkit prae»t itour, ic] Perhaps we 

•bould read; — if I weie to live ha lliis present hour. Steevbns. 

' u!^' thtir cassocks,] Cauoct signifies a boneman'i hxse 

coat, ^nd a lued in thai tense by the writen of the age of Sb«k- 

■ njr condttions,] i. e. my diapositioa and character. 

' — inlergaloriet:} i. e. intcrn^alor 
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in Paris, from whence he was whipped for getting 
the Sheriff's fool with child ; a dumb innocent, that 
could not say him, nay. 

[DuMAiN lifts up his hand in anger, 

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands; 
though I know, his brains are forfeit to the next 
tile that falls.' 

1 Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke of Flo- 
rence's camp ? 

Par. Upon my knowledge, he is, and lousy. 

1 Lord. Nay, look not so upon me; we shall 
hear of your lordship anon. 

I Sold. Wliat is his reputation with the duke? 

Par. The duke knows him for no other but a 
poor officer of mine; and writ to me this other 
day, to turn him out o' the band: I think, I have 
his letter in my pocket. 

1 Sold. Marry, we'll search. 

Par. In good sadness, I do not know; either it is 
there, or it is upon a file, with the duke's other let- 
ters, in my tent. 

1 Sold. Here 'tis; here's a paper. Shall 1 read it 
to you ? 

Par. I do not know, if it be it, or no. 

Ber. Our interpreter does it well. 

I Lord. Excellently. 

1 5oW. Dian. ThecounCsafooltandfullofgold, — 

Par. That is not the duke's letter, sir; that is an 
advertisement to a proper maid in Florence, one 
Diana, to take heed of the allurement of one count 
Rousillon, a foolish idle boy, but, for all that, very 
ruttish: I pray you, sir, put it up again. 

" ' r favour. 



, Nay, 



, by yoi 



' thovgk I know, his hrains are fnrftit to the next tt/e that 

/all*.'] Id Lucian's Contrmplmites, Mercury nuke* Charon remark 
a man that was killed by the falling of a tile upon his head, whilst 
he was in the act of putting off an eng^ement to the next da/. 
VOL. ill. I 1 
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Par. My meaning in't, I protest, was very honest 
in the behalf of the maid: for I knew the young 
count to be a dangerous and lascivious boy; who is a 
whale to virginity, and devours up all the fry it 
finds. 

Ber. Damnable, both sides rogue ! 

1 Sold. When he sivears oaths, bid him drop goldf ' 

and Cake it ; 
After he scores, he never pays the score: 
Half won, is match welt made; malch, and weUm 
make it-^ 
He ne'er pays after debts, take it before i 
And say, a soldier, Dian, told thee this. 
Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss: 
For count of this, the count's a fool, I know it, 
ffko pays before, but not when he does owe it. 
Thine, as he vow'd to tkee in thine ear^ 

Pabolles. 

Ber. He shall be whipped through the army, mtb 
this rhyme in his forehead. 

2 Lord. This is your devoted friend, sir, the ma- 
nifold linguist, and the armipotent soldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a ca^ 
and now he's a cat to me. 

I Sold. I perceive, sir, by the general's looks, we 
shall be fain to hang you. 

Par. My life, sir, in any case: not that I am 
afraid to die; but that, my offences being many, I 
would repent out the remainder of nature : let me 
live, sir, in a dungeon, i'the stocks, or any where, 
so I may live. 

1 Sold. We'll see what may be done, so you con- 

u match icf II made; match, and TDtU make it ;] Tlxt 
"A match well made, is half won; make your 
match, llierefore, but make it well." 
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fees freely; therefore, once more to this captain 
Dumain : You have answered to his reputation with 
the duke, and to his valour: What is his ho- 
nesty ? 

Par. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister;* 
for rapes and ravishments he parallels Nessus, He 
professes not keeping of oaths; in breaking them, 
he is stronger than Hercules. He will iie. sir, with 
such volubility, that you would think truth were a 
fool: drunkenness is his best virtue; for he will be 
swine-drunk; and in his sleep he does little harm, 
save to his bed-clothes about him; but they know 
his conditions, and lay him in straw. I have but 
little more to say, sir, of his honesty : he has every 
thing that an honest man should not have ; what an 
honest man should have, he has nothing. 
1 Lord. I begin to love him for this. 
Ber. For this description of thine honesty? A 
pox upon him ior me, he is more and more a cat. 

1 Sold. What say you to his expertness in 
war? 

Par. Faith, sir, he has led the drum before the 
English tragedians, — to belie him, I will not, — and 
more of his soldiership I know not; except, in that 
country, he had the honour to be the officer at a 
place there call'd Mile-end, to instruct fur the dou- 
bling of files: I would do the man what honour I 
can, but of this I am not certain. 

1 Lord. He hath out-villained villainy so far, that 
the rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him ! he's a cat still. 
1 Sold. His qualities being at this poor price, I 
need not ask you, if gold will corrupt him to re- 
volt. 



' — ^ an tgg t/ul of a clinttrr;] Hr will iltal any l/dtig, iot^ 
ever Iritting, yrumanv plucf, luraxvtr hoig. itoUtnf tkt tpital, ii 
a common phrase, of (he like import. 
1 I 2 
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Par. Sir, for a quart (Tecu^ he will sell the fee- 
simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it; and 
cut the entail from all remainders, and a perpetual 
succession for it perpetually. 

1 Sold. What's his brother, the other captain 
Dumain ? 

2 Lord. Why does he ask him of me?" 
1 Sold. Whafs he ? 

Par. E'en a crow of the same nest; not altoge- 
ther so great as the first in goodness, but greater a 
great deal in evil. He excels his brother for a cow- 
ard, yet his brother is reputed one of the best that 
is; In a retreat he out-runs any lackey; marry, in 
coming on he has the cramp. 

1 Sold. If your life be saved, will you undertake 
to hetray the Florentine ? 

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse, count 
Rousillon. 

] Sold. I'll whisper with the general, and know 
his pleasure. 

Par. I'll no more drumming; a plague of all 
drums! Only to seem to deserve well, and to beguile 
the supposition' of that lascivious young boy the 
count, have I run into this danger: Yet, who would 
have suspected an ambush where I was taken ? 

Inside. 

] Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you mu!it 
die : the general says, you, that have so traitorously 
discovered the secrets of your army, and made sucn 
pestiferous reports of men very nobly held, cart 
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* for a qtiart d'ecu — ] The fourth part of the unaller 

French crown; about eight-pence of our money. 

* Why dues lie ask Aim iif tne'^'] This is nature. Every man is, 
on such occasions, more willing to hear his neighbour's character 
tb.in his own. Johnson. 

' lo besiii/e tie auppotilim — ] That is, to deetwe lie 

opinion, lo make the Count think me a man that detents wdi. 
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serve the world for no honest use; therefore you 
must die. Come, headsmen, off with his head. 

Par. O Lord, sir; let me Hve, or let me see my 
death! 

1 Sold. Tliat shall you, and take your leave of all 
your friends. [^Unmuffling him. 
So, look about you; Know you any here? 

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain. 

2 Lord. God bless you, captain Parolles. 
I Lord. God save you, noble captain. 

1 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my 
lord Lafeu ? I am for France. 

I Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy o( 
the sonnet you writ to Diana iu behalf of the count 
Rousillon ? an I were not a very coward, I'd compel 
it of you; but fare you well, 

yEj^eunt Bertram, Lords, &c. 

] Sold. Ynu are undone, captain : all but your 
scarf, that has a knot on't yet. 

Par, Who cannot be crushed with a plot? 

1 Sold. If you could find out a country where 
but women were that had received so much shame, 
you might begin an impudent nation. Fare you 
well, sir; I am for France too; we shall speak of 
you there. [Bxit. 

Par. Yet am I thankful: if my heart were great, 
'T would burst at this: Captain, I'll be no more; 
But I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft 
As captain shall: simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live. Who knows himself a braggart 
Let him fear this; for it will come to pass, 
That every braggart shall be found an ass. 
Rust, sword! cool, blushes! and, Parolles, live 1 
Safest in shame ! being fool'd, by foolery thrive ! \ 
There's place, and means, for every man alive. J 
I'll after them. lExit. 
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SCENE IV. 
Florence. A Room hi the Widow's House. 

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana. 

Hel. That you may well perceive I have not 
wrong'd you, 
One of the greatest in the Christian world 
Shall be my surety; 'fore whose throne, 'tis needful. 
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel: 
Time was, I did him a desired office, 
Dear almost as his life ; which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar's bosom would peep forth. 
And answer, thanks: I duty am inform 'd, 
His grace is at Marseilles; to which place 
We nave convenient convoy. You must know, 
I am supposed dead : the army breaking. 
My husband hies him home; where, heaven aiding. 
And by the leave of my good lord the king, 
We'll be, before our welcome. 

fVid. Gentle madam, 

You never had a servant, to whose trust 
Your business was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor you, mistress. 

Ever a friend, whose thoughts more truly labour 
To recompense your love; doubt not, but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dowefj 
As it hath fated her to be my motive^ 
And helper to a husband. But O strange men ! 
That can such sweet use make of what they hate. 
When saucy" trusting of the cozen "d thoughts 



' my motive — '] Motive for assistant, or rather for moiw. 

' JFhen saUcy — ] Sauct/ may very properly Eigaify Ainiriow, 
aad by concequence latciviou. 
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Defiles the pitchy night ! so lust doth play 
With what it loaths, for that which is away: 

But more of this hereafter: You, Diana, 

Under my poor instructions yet must suffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honesty ' 

Go with your impositions,'' I am yours 
Upon your will to suffer. 

Hel. Yet, I pray you, 

But with the word, the time will bring on summer. 
When briars shall have leaves as well as thorns. 
And be as sweet as sharp. We must away ; 
Our waggon is prepar'd, and time revives us:* 
Airs well thai aids well:* still the fine's the crown ;* 
Whate'er the course, the end is the renown. 

^Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 
Rousillon. j1 Room in (Ae Countess's Palace. 

Enter Countess, Lapeu, and Clown. 

Laf. No, no, no, your son was misled with a 
snipt-taffata fellow there; whose villainous saffron" 
would have made all the unbaked and doughy youth 

' -— ■ death and honesty — ] i. e. an hone«t death. 

° — — your impositiona,] i. e. your conunands. 

' Omf waggon u prrpar'd, and time revive) us:] Time rmV« 
us, seems lo refer to the happy and speedy termination of their 
embarraHments. She had just before said : 

" With the word, the time will bring on lummer." 

* AW) well that ends tL-ell.} AlCs well that ends vtll, is one of 
Camden's praverbial sentences 

* tit/l the finr'x the crown [] i. c. ihecnd,_ABH coronal. 

* whotr vUloMOiu si^ran~—'\ Here sume particularities oi 

fashionable dress are ridiculed. Snipl-faj/'ala needs no explanation; 
but vUlmnous si^rvn alludes to a fantastic fashion, then much fol- 
lowed, of usins yrllote starch for their bands and rufit. 
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of a nation in his colour: your daughter-in-law 
had been alive at this hour; and your son here at 
home, more advanced by the king, than by that 
red-tailed humble-bee I speak of. 

Count. I would, f had not known him! it was 
the death of the most virtuous gentlewoman, that 
ever nature had praise for creating: if she had par- 
taken of my flesh, and cost me the dearest groans 
of a mother, I could not have owed her a more 
rooted love. 

Laf. 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady : we 
may pick a thousand salads, ere we light on such 
another herb. 

C/o. Indeed, sir, she was the sweet-maijoram of 
the salad, or, rather the herb of grace. 

Lqf. They are not salad-herbs, you knave, they 
are nose-herbs. 

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir, I have 
not much skill in grass. 

Lqf. Whether dost thou profess thyself; a knave, 
or a fool ? 

Clo. A fool, sir, at a woman's service, and a 
knave at a man's. 

Laf. Your distinction? 

Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do 
his service. 

Laf. So you were a knave at his 
indeed. 

Clo. And I would give his wife my bauble, sir, to 
do her service. 

Zjof. I will subscribe for thee; thou art both 
knave and fool. 

Clo. At your service. 

Laf No, no, no. 

Clo. Why, sir, if I cannot serve you, I can serve 
as great a prince as you are. 

Laf. Who's that ? a Frenchman ? 
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Ch. Faith, sir, he has an English name; but his 
phisnomy is more hotter in France, than there. 

Laf. What prince is that? 

Ch. The black prince, sir, alias, the prince of 
darkness; alias, the devil. 

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purse: I give thee 
not this to suggest' thee from thy master thou 
talkest of; serve him still. 

Clo. I am a woodland fellow, sir,* that always 
loved a great fire j and the master I speak of, ever 
keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the prince of 
the world, let his nobility remain in his court, I 
am for the house with the narrow gate, which I 
take to be too Httle for pomp to enter: some, that 
humble themselves, may; but the many will be too 
chill and tender; and they'll be for the flowery way, 
that leads to the broad gate, and the great Are. 

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be a-weary of 
thee; and I tell thee so before, because I woula not 
fall out with thee. Go thy ways; let my horses be 
well looked to, without any tricks. 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon 'em, sir, they shall 
be jades tricks; which are their own right by the 
law of nature. \_Exit. 

Laf, A shrewd knave, and an unhappy," 

Count. So he is. My lord, that's gone, made 
himself much sport out of him: by his authority 
he remains here, which he thinks is a patent for his 
sauciness; and, indeed, he has no pace, but runs 
where he will. 

Laf. I like him well; 'tis not amiss: and I was 



' to Buggesi — ] i e, seduce. 

' I ant a VMiodland Jetlnw, lir, &c.] Shakspeare u but nnif 
guilty of nuch impious tiash. And it is observable, thni then he 
dways puts thai into the mouth of WuJoiyU, which is bow grown 
tlie characteristic of thejixe gfnileTiiaii. WAttnuKTOH. 

* - uniappy.^ i. e. mittkievotulf voggifk, imlucky. 
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about to tell you. Since I heard of the good lady's 



death, and that 



my 



lord 



your ! 



s upon 



his re- 



turn home, I moved the king my master, to speak 
in the behalf of my daughter; which, in the mi- 
nority of them both, his majesty, out of a self-gra- 
cious remembrance, did first propose : his highness 
hath promised me to do it: and, to stop up the 
displeasure he hath conceived against your son, 
there is no fitter matter. How does your ladyship 
like it? 

Count. With very much content, my lord, and I 
wish it happily effected. 

Laf. His highness comes post from Marseilles, 
of as able body as when he numbered thirty; he 
will be here to-morrow, or I am deceived by him 
that in such intelligence hath seldom failed. 

Count. It rejoices me, that I hope I shall see him 
ere I die. I have letters, that my son will be here 
to-night: I shall beseech your lordship, to remain 
with me till they meet together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking, with what manners 
I might safely be admitted. 

Count. You need but plead your honourable 
privilege. 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter; 
but, I thank my God, it holds yet. 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. O madam, yonder's my lord your son with a 
patch of velvet on's face : whether there be a scar 
under it, or no, the velvet knows; but 'tis a goodly 
patch of velvet: his left cheek is a cheek of 
two pile and a half, but his right cheek is worn 
bare. 

Laf. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good 
livery of honour; so, belike, is that. 



I 
I 




THAT ENDS WELL. 41 1 

Clo. But it is your carbonadoed ' face. 

Laf. Let us go see your son, I pray you; I long 
to talk with the young noble soldier. 

Clo. 'Faith, there's a dozen of 'em, with delicate 
fine hats, and most courteous feathers, which bow 
the head, and nod at every man. ^Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. Marseilles. A Street. 

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two 
Attendants. 

Hel. But this exceeding posting, day and night. 
Must wear your spirits low: we cannot help it; 
But, since you have made the days and nights as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affeirs, 
Be bold, you do so grow in my requital. 
As nothing can unroot you. In happy time; 

Enter a gentle Astringer.' 

This man may help me to his majesty's ear. 

If he would spend his power. — God save you, sir. 

Gent. And you. 

Hel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of France. 

Gent. I have been sometimes there. 

Hel. I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodness; 

' carbonadoed—'l i. e. scorched like a piece of nrnt for 

(be gridiroii. 

' Enter a gmlU Astringer.] A gmtle atlringrr i» a gevl/eman 
J'alcmer. The word is derived from oila-au or aiuteirui, ■ 
gotbawk; and (htu, ay» Cowell, in hti Ijow Diclionarii: " We 
Dually call a &Iconer, who keeps that kind of Wwk, an 
aiatring<r." 
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And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions, 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The use of your own virtues, for the which 
I shall continue thankful. 

GeJit. What's your will ? 

Hel. That it will please you 
To give this poor petition to the king; 
And aid me with that store of power you have. 
To come into his presence. 

Gent. The king's not here. 

Hel. Not here, sir? 

Gent. Not, indeed: 

He hence remov'd last night, and with more haste 
Than is his use. 

fVid. Lord, how we lose our pains! 

Hel. Alts well tliat ends well; yet; 
Though time seem so adverse, and means unfit. — 
I do beseech you, whither is he gone? 

Genl. Marry, as I take it, to Rousillon; 
Whither I am going. 

Hel. I do beseech you, sir. 

Since you are like to see the king before me. 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand; 
Which, I presume, shall render you no blame. 
But rather make you thank your pains for it ; 
I will come after you, with what good speed 
Our means will make us means.* 

Gent. This I'll do for you. 

Hel. And you shall find yourself to be well 
thank'd, 
Whate'er falls more. — We must to horse again ; — 
Go, go, provide. [Exeunt. 



' Ovr meam -will make us meam.'] Shakspeare delights much in 
this kind of redupUcatiou, sometimes so as to obscure his meaning, 
Helena says, thty will foiiow with mcA spted ai Ihtmtim^viiiicAlktji 
iavc vdligivt {hem ability to exert. 
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SCENE n. 



Rousillon. Tfte inner Court of the Countess's Palace. 

Enter Clown and Parolles. 

Par. Good monsieur Lavatch,* give my lord 
Lafeu tliis letter: I have ere now, sir, been better 
known to you, when I have held familiarity with 
fresher clothes; but I am now, sir, muddied in for- 
tune's moat, and smell somewhat strong of her 
strong displeasure. 

Clo. Truly, fortune's displeasure is but sluttish, 
if it smell so strong as thou speakest of: I will 
henceforth eat no fish of fortune's buttering. 
Pr'ythee, allow the wind.* 

Par. Nay, you need not stop your nose, sir; I 
spake but by a metaphor. 

Clo. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stjnk, I will 
stop my nose; or against any man's metaphor. 
Pr'ythee, get thee further. 

Par. Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper. 

Clo. Foh, pr'ythee, stand away; A paper from 
fortune's close-stool to give to a nobleman ! Look, 
here he comes himself. 

Enter Lapbu. 

Here is a pur of fortune's, sir, or of fortune's • 
cat, (but not a musk-cat,) that has fallen into the 
unclean fishpond of her displeasure, and, as he says, 
is muddied withal: Pray you, sir, use the carp as 
you may; for he looks like a poor, decayed, inge- 



' Lmatch,'] lliis is an undoubted, and perhapi tiremedl- 

able, corruption of some French word. 
' ' uilow the Kind.'] i. e. itand to the leeward of mc. 
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nious, foolish, rascally knave. I do pity his dis- 
tress in my smiles of comfort, and leave him to your 
lordship. [Erii Clown. 

Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath 
cruelly scratched, 

Laf. And what would you have me to do ? 'tis 
too late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you 
played the knave with fortune, that she should 
scratch you, who of herself is a good lady, and 
would not have knaves thrive long under her? 
There's a guari d'ecu for you : Let tlie justices 
make you and fortune friends; I am for other 
business. 

Par. I beseech your honour, to hear me one 
single word. 

Laf. You beg a single penny more: come, you 
shall ha't ; save your word. 

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word then. — Cox* 
my passion ! give me your hand : — How does your 
drum? 

Par. O my good lord, you were the first that 
found me. 

Laf. Was I, in sooth ? and I was the first that 
lost thee. 

Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in some 
grace, for you did bring me out. 

Zia/. Out upon thee, knave ! dost thou put upon 
me at once both the office of God and the devil ? 
one brings thee in grace, and the other brings thee 
out. [Trumpets sound.'\ The king's coming, I 
know oy his trumpets. — Sirrah, inquire further 
after me; I had talk of you last night: though you 
are a fool and a knave, you sliati eat ;' go to, follow. 

Par. I praise God for you. \_Exeuni. 

• Mie your icord.} i. e. you need not ask; — bei* It U. 

' i/Qu Mtdl eat ;} Parolles has many of tiie lineaments of 
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SCENE III. 
The same. A Room in the Countess's Palace. 



Flourish. Enter King, Countess, Lapbu, Lords, 
Gentlemen, Guards, He. 

King. We lost a jewel of her; and our esteem* 
Was made much poorer by it: but your son, 
As mad in folly, lack.'d the sense to know 
Her estimation home." 

Count. 'Tis past, my liege: 

And I beseecli your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i'the blaze of youth; 
When oil and fire, too strong for reason's force, 
O'erbears it, and bums on. 

King. My honour'd lady, 

I have forgiven and forgotten all ; 
Though my revenges were high bent upon him. 
And watch'd the time to shoot. 

Laf. This I must say, 

But first I beg my pardon, — The young lord 
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady, 
Offence of mighty note; but to himself 
The greatest wrong of all : he lost a wife, 
Whose beauty did astonish the survey 

Falitatf, and •eerm to be ihe character which Shakipeare delighted 
to draw, a fellow that had more wil than virtue. Tliough jiutica 
required that he should be delected and e%poxd, yet his vice4 nt to 
jt'f in Aim thai he is not at Uit suffered to starve. Juukson. 

'— ~— r</rrra — ] Meaning that his Mteein was lessened in ita 
value by Bertram's misconduci; since a person who was honoured 
with it could be so ill treated as Heletia had been, and that with 
impunity. 

* Aww.] That ii, compkttly, m iXifuU cxiemt. 
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Of richest eyes;' whose words all ears took captive; 
Whose dear perfection, hearts that scom'd to serve. 
Humbly cali'd mistress. 

King. Praising what is lost, 

Makes the remembrance dear. Well, call him 

hither; 

We are reconcil'd, and the first view shall kill 
All repetition:'' — Let him not ask our pardon} 
The nature of his great offence is dead. 
And deeper than oblivion do we bury 
The incensing relicks of it: let him approach, 
A stranger, no offender; and inform him, 
So 'tis our will he should. 

Gent. I shall, my liege. 

lExii Gentleman. 

King. What says he to your daughter? have you 
spoke i 

Laf. All that he is hath reference to your highness. 

King. Then shall we have a match. I have letters 
sent me, 
That set him high in fame. 

Enter Bertram. 
Laf. He looks well on't. 

' Of richest tyrs;^ Shakspeare means that her beauty had 
astonished those, who, having seen the greatest number of 6ir 
women, might be said to be the riehtsi in ideas of beauty. 

' the first view shall kill 

All repetition :'\ The first intcrnca shall put an end to all 
rrcoUection of tie past. Shakspeare is now hastening to the end 
of the play, finds his matter sufficient to fill up his remaining 
scenes, and therefore, as on such other occasions, coniiactK his 
dialogue and precipitates his action. Decency required that Ber- 
tram's double crime of cruelty and disobedience, joined likewise 
with some hypocrisy, should raise more resentment; and that 
though his modier might easily forgive him, his king should more 
pertinaciously vindicate his own authority and Helen's merit, Of 
all this Shakspeare could not be ignorant, but Shakspeare wanted 
to conclude his play. Johnson. 
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King. I am not a day of season,^ 
For thou may'st see a sun-shine and a hail 
In me at once: But to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth, 
The time is fair again. 

Ber, My high-repented blames,* 

Dear sovereign pardon to me. 

^I'w^. All is whole; 

Not one word more of the consumed time. 
Let's take the instant by the forward top ; 
For we are old, and on our quick'st decrees 
Tlie inaudible and noiseless foot of time 
Steals ere we can effect them i You remember 
The daughter of this lord? 

Ber. Admiringly, my liege: at first 
I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue: 
Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me, 
Which warp'd the line of every other favour; 
Sconi'd a fair colour, or express'd it stol'n; 
Extended or contracted all proportions. 
To a most hideous object: Thence it came. 
That she, whom all men prais'd, and whom 

myself, 
Since I have lost, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The dust that did offend it. 

Ai?ig. Well excus'd: 

That thou didst love her, strikes some scores away 
From the great compt: But love, that comes too 

late, 
take a remorseful pardon slowly carried, 



* I am not a daif of seaton,"] That is, o£ unintfrmpud rain: 
one of those jutt dayi ibat usually happen about the vcmal etjuinox. 

* Mti hieh-reT>mted blamrf,] Ihg/i-rcpenttd blatnti, are faults 
lepented of to the height, to the utmost, 

VOL. III. K K 
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To the great sender turns a sour offence, 
Crying, That's good that's gone: our rash faults 
Make trivial price of serious things we have, 
Not knowing thein> until we know their grave: 
Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust. 
Destroy our friends, and after weep their dust: 
Our own love waking cries to see what's done. 
While shameful hate sleeps out tlie afternoon. 
Be this sweet Helen's knell, and now forget her, 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin : 
The main consents are had ; and here we'll stay 
To see our widower's second marriage-day. 

Count. Which better than the first, O dear hea- ' 
ven, bless! 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cease ! 

Laf, Come on, my son, in whom my house's i 
name 
Must be digested, give a favour from you, 
To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter. 
That she may quickly come. — By my old beard. 
And every hair that's on't, Helen, that's dead, 
Was a sweet creature ; such a ring as this. 
The last that e'er I took her leave at court, 
I saw upon her finger. 

Ber. Hers it was not. 

King. Now, pray you, let me see it; for mine ] 
eye. 
While I was speaking, oft was fasten'd to't. — 
This ring was mine ; and, when I gave it Helen, 
I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood 
Necessitied to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her: Had you that craft, to reave her , 
Of what should stead her most ? 

Ber. My gracious sovereign, 

Howe'er it pleases you to take it so, 
The ring was never hers. 

Count. Son, on my life, 
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I have seen her wear it ; and she reckon 'd it 
At her life's rate. 

Laf. I am sure, I saw her wear it. 

Ber. You are deceiv'd, my lord, she never saw it: 
In Florence was it from a casement thrown me,' 
Wrapp'd in a paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it : noble she was, and thought 
I stood ingag'd:'" but when 1 had subscrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not answer in that course of honour 
As she had made the overture, she ceas'd, 
In heavy satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himself. 

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine/ 
Hath not in nature's mystery more science, 
Than I have in this ring: 'twas mine, 'twas Helen's, 
Whoever gave it you : Then, if you know 
That you are well acquainted with yourself. 
Confess 'twas hers," and by what rough enforcement 

' In Florence was it from a cascmtnt thravn me,] Bertram still 
continues to have too little virtue to deserve Helen. He did not 
know indeed tliat it was Helen's ring, but he knew that he bad it 
not {rota a window. Johnson. 

' nMe the vat, and thought 

I stood ingag'd:] Itigagtd, in the sense ai unengaged, is a word 
of exactly the same formation as inhabitable, wliicb is used b^ 
Shakspcsrc and the contemporary writers for uninhabitable. 

Ma LONE. 
' PlvtMi himself. 
That knows the tinct and muKipl/ing mrdicine,'] Plutus, the 
grand alchemist, who knows the tincture which confers the pn> 
peities of gold upon base metals, and the mallir by which gold n 
multiplied, by which a small quantity of gold is made to communi- 
cate its qualities to a large ma&s of tese metal. 
■ — — Then, if you know 
That you are well acquainted with yourself. 
Confess 'Itvas Air*,] The true meaning of this dpression is. If 
you inine that your faculties are so sound, as that if on have tnt 
pmpcr canscioasnas of yoar oan aetione, and are able to recollect 
and idate what you have done, lellme, ice. Jounson. 
K K 2 
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And that yoa fly them as joa swear them lordship^ 
Tet you desire to marry. — ^What woman*8 that ? 

Re-enter Gentleman, with Widow, and Diaka. 

Dia. I am, my lord, a wretdied Florentine, 
Derived from the ancient Capulet ; 
My suit, as I do understand, you know. 
And therefore know how hr I may be pitied* 

ffld. I am her mother, sir, whose age and honour 
Both suflfer under this complaint we bring. 
And both shall cease,' without your remedy. 

King. Come hither, count; Do you know these 
women? 

Ber. My lord, I neither can, nor urill deny 
But that I know them : Do they charge me further ? 

Dia. Why do you look so strange upon your wife ? 

Ber. She*s none of mine, my lord. 

Dia. If you shall marry, 

Tou give away this hand, and that is mine ; 
Tou give away heaven*s vows, and those are mine; 
You give away myself, which is known mine; 
For I by vow am so embodied yours, 
Hiat she, which marries you, must marry me. 
Either both, or none. 

Laf. Your reputation [To Bebtram.1 comes 
too short for my daughter, you are no husoand for 
her. 

Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate crea- 
ture. 
Whom sometime I have laughM with: let your 

highness 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour. 
Than for to think that I would sink it here. 

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill 
to friend, 

shall cease^] i. e. decease^ die. 
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Till your deeds gain them : Fairer prove your ho- 
nour, 
"Hian in my thought it lies ! 

Dia. Good my lord. 

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 

King. What say'st thou to her ? 

Ber. She's impudent, my lord ; 

And was a common gamester to the camp. 

Dia. He does me wrong, my lord ; it I were so. 
He might have bought me at a common price : 
Do not believe him : O, behold this ring, 
Whose high respect, and rich validity,' 
Did lack a parallel ; yet, for all that, 
He gave it to a commoner o' the camp> 
If I be one. 

Count. He blushes, and 'tis il : 

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem 
Conferr'd by testament to the sequent issue. 
Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his wife; 
That ring's a thousand proofs. 

King. Methought, you said,* 

You saw one here in court could witness it. 

Dia. I did, my lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an Instrument; his name's Parolles. 

Laf. I saw the man to-day, _if man he be. 

King. Find him, and bring him hither. 

Ber. What of him f 

He's quoted^ for a most perfidious slave, 
With all the spots o'the world tax'd and debosh'd ; 
Whose nature sickens, but to speak a truth : ' 



* and rich valtdiiy,] Vatiditi) means vatvt. 

" Mttiougkl, i/tni tflirf.] The poet tu* here tbrgol hiiii*clf. 
Diana haj said no such thing. BLACKsmnK. 

* He'i quoted — ] i. e. natrd, or nhierreii. 

"> tVkotcnatmrmlteni, tmt to iprak a Irati:) i.e. onlylo f^p-rtA. 
B truth. 
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Am I or that, or this, for what he'll utter, 
Ti)a' will speak any thing? 

King. She hath that ring of yours. 

Bir. I think, she has: certain it is, I Hk'd her. 
And boarded her i'the wanton way of youth : 
She knew her distance, and did angle for me. 
Madding my eagerness with her restraint, 
As all impediments in fancy's course* 
Are motives of more fancy; and, in fine. 
Her insult coming with her modem grace. 
Subdued me to her rate: she got the ring; 
And I had that, which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought. 

Dia. I must be patient; 

You, that tum'd off a first so noble wife, 
May justly diet me." I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I will lose a husband,) 
Send for your ring, I will return it home. 
And give me mine again, 

Ber. I have it not. 



King. 



What 



nng V 



3 yours. 



I pray you ? 

Sir, much like 



Dia. 

The same upon your finger. 

King. Know you this ring J this ring was his of 
late. 

Dia. And this wasi it I gave him, being a-bed. 

King. The story then goes false, you threw it him 
Out of a casement. 

Dia. I have spoke the truth. 

* —^—altmpcdimtntt infancy'* courie, fcc.] Every thing that 
obatmcts lore it an occasion by which lore w hriehtencd. Aud, to 
concliutt, hrr solicitation concvrring with her fafhionabU apprar- 
once, she g;ot the ring. 1 am oat certain that I have attained the 
true meaning of die word modem, which, perhaps, signifies ra- 
ther meanly pretty. JoHKSON. 

» May justly diet me.'] May justly make me fast, by depriving 
me (as Desdemona liays) of the rites for which I love you. 
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Enter Parolles. 

Ber. My lord, I do confess, the ring was hers. 

King. Yon boggle shrewdly, every feather starts 

you. 

Is this the man you speak of? 

Dia. Ay, my lord. 

King. Tell me, sirrah, but, tell me true, I charge 
you. 
Not fearing the displeasure of your master, 
(Which, on your just proceeding, I'll keep off,) 
By him, and by this woman here, what know you ? 

Par. So please your majesty, my master hath 
been an honourable gentleman ; tricks he hath had 
in him, which gentlemen have. 

King. Come, come, to the purpose : Did he love 
this woman ? 

Par. 'Faith, sir, he did love her ; But how ? 

King. How, I pray you ? 

Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman loves a 
woman. 

King. How is that ? 

Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not. 

King. As thou art a knave, and no knave: — 
What an equivocal companion' is this? 

Par. I am a poor man, and at your majesty's 
command. 

Laf. He's a good drum, my lord, but a naughty 
orator. 

Dia. Do you know, he promised me marriage? 

Par. 'Faith, I know more than I'll speak. 

King. But wilt thou not speak all thou know'st ? 

Par. Yes, so please your majesty ; I did go be- 
tween them, as I said; but more than that, he 
loved her, — for, indeed, he was mad for her, and 

' ■ coitipaaion — ] i. e, fellow. 
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talked of Satan, and of limbo, and of furies, and I 
know not what : yet I was in that credit with them 
at that time, that I knew of their going to bed; 
and of other motions, as promising her marriage, 
and things that would derive me ill will to speak of, 
therefore I will not speak what I know. 

King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless thou 
canst say they are married : But thou art too fine* 
in thy evidence; therefore stand aside. — 
This ring, you say, was yours ? 

Dia. Ay, my good lord. 

JCing. Where did you buy it f or who gave it 
you? 

Dia. It was not given me, nor I did not buy it. 

King. Who lent it you? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you find it then ? 

Dia. I found it not. 

King. If it were yours by none of all these ways. 
How could you give it him ? 

Dia. 1 never gave it him. 

LaJ". This woman's an easy glove, my lord ; she 
goes off and on at pleasure. 

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his first wife. 

Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for aught I 
know. 

King. Take her away, I do not like her now ; 
To prison with her: and away with him. — 
Unless thou telt'st me where thou hadst this ring, 
Thoudiest within this hour. 

Dia. I'll never tell you. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. I'll put in bail, my liege. 

King. I think thee now some common customer.* 



• — But Ihoa art too fine — ] Toojiite, 
too artful. A French espression — tropjinr. 



3 full of fiOUBC, 



THAT ENDS WELL. 437 

Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you. 

King. Wherefore hast thou accus'd him all this 
while? 

Dia. Because he's guilty, and he is not guilty; 
He knows, I am no maid, and he'll swear to't: 
I'll swear, I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life; 
I am either maid, or else this old man's wife. 

[^Pointing to Lapbu. 

King. She does abuse our ears; to prison with 
her. 

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail.- — Stay, roya! 
sir; [Exit Widow. 

The jeweller, that owes the ring, is sent for. 
And he shall surety me. But for this lord, 
Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himself. 
Though yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him : 
He knows himself, my bed he hath defil'd;* 
And at that time he got his wife with child: 
Dead though she be, she feels her young one kick ; 
So there's my riddle. One, that's dead, is quick ; 
And now behold the meaning. 

Re-enter Widow, with Helena. 

King. Is there no exorcist' 

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 
Is't real, that I see? 

Hel. No, my good lord ; 

Tis but the shadow of a wife you see. 



* He knaast hmttlf. Sec] The dialogue u too long, tmee the 
audieoce already knew the whole transaction; nor is there any 
reawn for puzzling the King and playing with his passions; but it 
was much easier (han to make a patbetical interview between He- 
leo and her husband, her mother, and the King. Johnson. 

' — — rrorcUl — ] Shakspeare invariably tues the word tror- 
eiil, (o imply a person who can raise ipirita, oot to ibe onial sense 
of one that can Lay them. 
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The name, and not the thing. 

Ber. Both, both; O, pardon! 

Hel. O, my good lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wond'rous kind. There is your ring. 
And, look you, here's your letter; This it says. 
When from my finder you can get this riiig, 
And are by vie with child, &c. — ^This is done: 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 

Ber. If she, my hege, can make me know this 
clearly, 
I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

Hel, If it appear not plain, and prove untrue. 
Deadly divorce step between me and you ! — 
O, my dear mother, do I see you living? 

Laf. Mine eyes smell onions, I shall weep anon :— 
Good Tom Drum, \To Pabolles.] lend me a hand- 
kerchief: So, I thank thee ; wait on me home, I'll 
make sport with thee: Let thy courtesies alone, 
they are scurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this story know. 
To make the even truth in pleasure flow : — 
If thou be' St yet a fresh uncropped flower, 

\To Diana. 
Choose thou thy husband, and I'll pay thy dower; 
For I can guess, that, by the honest aid. 
Thou kept'st a wife herself, thyself a maid. — 
Of that, and all the progress, more and less. 
Resolvedly more leisure shall express: 
All yet seems well ; and, if it end so meet. 
The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. 

[Flouriih. 
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jidvancing. 

The hinges a beggar, now the play is done: 
All is well ended, if this suit be won, 
That you express content; which we will pay, 
With strife to please you, day exceeding day: 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts; 
Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts. 

[Exeunt.^ 
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^ Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts -,'] The mean- 
ing is: Grant us then your patience ; hear us without interruption. 
And take our parts', that is, support and defend us. 

^ This play has many delightful scenes, though not sufficiently 
probable, and some happy characters, though not new, nor pro- 
duced by any deep knowledge of human nature. ParoUes is a 
boaster and a coward, such as has always been the sport of the 
stage, but perhaps never raised more laughter or contempt than in 
the hands of Shakspeare. 

I cannot reconcile my heart to Bertram; a man noble without 
generosity, and young without truth j who marries Helen as a 
coward, and leaves her as a profligate : when she b dead by his 
unkindness, sneaks home to a second marriage, is accused by a 
woman whom he has wronged, defends himself by falsehood, 
and is dismissed to happiness. 

The story of Bertram and Diana had been told before of Mari- 
ana and Angelo, and, to confess the truth, scarcely merited to be 
heard a second time. Johnson. 
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